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l who are bell acquainted with the nch 
ftores of German hymnology will feel 
Stile lealt furpn'fe at the appearance of a fecoiid 
I nss of Traiiflatbns from the fame fource. Many 
-vLellent aiid clalTical c&irpofitioiis were necef- 
inly excluded from the plan of the former vo'.umc, 
uhch it was fclc would ftill be no lefs acceptable 
> English Chrillians than thofe already tranflated. 
1 this feries therefare hymns are admitted of a 
uire perfonal and individiial chara£ter than in ihe 
former, — hymns adapted to particular circun-.ftanccs 
or periods of lif,-, and to pccuüar ftatcs of feeling. 
At the fame time many will be found of fufficiently 
comprehenfive Import to be fuited for congrega- 
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tional finging, and will be recognized by thofe familiär with 
the fervices of the Gcrman Church as conftantly ufed there 
in public worfhip, efpecially thofe on pages 157, 158, 185, 
and 73. The firll of thefe indeed holds in Germany, with 
its Ane cid tune, much the fame place as the Old Hundredth 
with US. The fecond is remarkable as being, as far as we 
know, the only hymn of its author, a man of confideration 
and wealth in Frankfort. It was publifhed without his 
name, and as it immediately becamc populär it was afcribed 
at firft to Hugo Grotius, and other celebrated authors. 
The third is one of the well-known hymns of Joachim 
Neander, the moft important hymn-writer of the German 
Reformed Church, whofe produdtions are marked by great 
depth and tendernefs of feeling. 

Moft of the hymns under the laft two divifions of this 
feries are populär in Proteftant Germany in the trueft fenfe 
of the Word, to be found in the well-worn hymn-books of 
every cottage home, or heard as the village funeral pafles on 
to the *'court of peace." It will be obferved that one of 
the hymns for the burial of the dead bears the name of 
Michael Weifs, and that fome others are defignatcd as 
belonging to the Bohemian Brcthren. l^hefe are pro- 
dudtions of ihat ancient Church which exifted in Bohemia 
ffom the firft introduäion of Chriftianity into that country 
by two Greek monks of the eighth Century. In the eleventh 
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Century it formed itfelf into a feparate Community, diftin- 
guifhed from the Roman Church in Bohemia, among other 
things, by the celebration of public worftiip, according to 
the native ritual and in the vulgär tongue. After fuffering 
bitter perfecutions under various Popes, in one of which 
John Hufs was burnt in 1415, in 1453 '^^ rcmaining 
members, including men of all clafTes, withdrew to a diftri<Sl 
ailigned to them on the borders of Silefia and Moravia, 
where we find them, fifty ycars later, n umbering about two 
hundred congregations, under the name of Brethren or 
United Brethren. But here, too, fierce perfecutions followcd 
them; their countrymen were incited from the pulpits to 
hunt them down like wild beafts ; and in 1508, defpairing 
of peace at home, they fent out four meffengers to fearch 
whether anywhere a Chriftian people might be found, 
ferving Chrift truly, into whofe communion they might aflc 
admifSon. One of thefe brethren went to Ruflia, one to 
Greece, one to Bulgaria, and one to Paleftine and Egypt ; 
but they all returned unfuccefsfui, no fuch Chriftian people 
had they found. Two more were then fent to the Wal- 
denfes in France and Italy, but they too brought back 
nothing but admonitions to patience and ftedfaftnefs. The 
Brethren therefore remained in their own country, and 
occupied themfclves in printing the Bible, no fewer than 
three editions having been publifhed in Bohemian before the 
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Reformation. The dawn of that great cvent filled them 
with joy, and in 1522 they fent two meflcngers to Luther 
to grcet him and afk his advice, onc of whom was Michael 
WeTs. In 1531 Michael Weifs puhlifhed the hymns of 
the Bohemian Brethren tranflated into German, with the 
addition of feveral of his own. They paffed through many 
editions, and fome of them were introduced into Luther's 
hymn-book. They havc great warmth of fecling and 
dircftnefs of expreflion (often with intricaie metres), and 
are mariced by frequent pathetic reference to the troubles of 
this Church, and by a ftrong fcnfe of the living union of 
Chriftians with each other and iheir Head. The fubfequent 
fettlement of the fmall remnant of this Church on Count 
Zinzendorf's eilates in Saxony, and its rapid growth and 
fpread into other countries, are well known. That the fpiiit 
of Chriftian poetry ftill lives among them in modern times 
is proved by the names of Zinzcndorf, Chriftian Gregor, 
L. von Hayn, Spangenberg, and Albertini.* 

As the objeft of this work is chiefly devotional, the 
hymns are arranged according to the.r fubjefts, not in 
chronological order, and have been feledled for their warmth 
of feeling and depth of Chriftian cxperience, rather than 
as fpecimens of a particular mafter or fchool. Still it is 

* See Bunsen's langer Gesangbuch, aiul Sketch of the History of the 
Church of the United lirethren by James Montgomciy. 
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believed that thefe two feries afFord on the whole fair 
examples of moft of the principal writers, not of courfe 
without omiflions, fince only about two hundred and 
twenty hymns are given from a literature containing feveral 
thoufands. Of Luther none are given in this feries, 
(unlefs the hymn known as ''Queen Maria of Hungary*s 
fong" were written by him for that princefs,) for thofe 
produdtions of his which no colleßion of German hymns 
could omit, had been already inferted in the previous 
volume, and there feemed the lefs neceflity for introducing 
any of minor importance, as all his hymns are acceffible 
to the Englifh reader in the excellent tranflation of Mr. 
Maffie.* 

The writers perhaps the leaft fuUy reprefented, are 
Geliert, Klopftock, and others of the middle and latter half 
of the laft Century, whofe produdlions conftitute a large 
Proportion of moft of the colledtions made fifty or fixty 
years ago. But thefe hymns are, for the moft part, either 
of a purely refledtive or didadtic charafter, or in very many 
inftances are merely verfions of more ancient hymns, 
fmoothed down to a dead level of tame corredtnefs in form, 
and robbed of their original fervour and ftrength. Geliert, 
however, appreciated the charafteriftic excellences of the 

• Spiritual Songs of Luther, translated by R. Massie, Esq. Ilatchard 
and Co. 
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ancient hymns ; and his own have high merit, as leflbns of 
Chriftian duty, or paraphrafes of Scripture, exprefled in 
fimple, clear, and unafFeiled verfe, fometimes with much 
truc poetic feeling. Yet while they thus fupplied a want 
among thc hymns of his country, — which, during the laft 
Century efpecially, had loft that dired application to real lifo 
which makes a hymn fpeak to the hearts of all, — and have 
therefore become very populär in Germany, for the fame 
reafon they more nearly refemble what we already poflefs 
in our own language. 

There is a very large fchool of hymn-writers fpringing 
up in Germany at the prefent day, whofe works are diftin- 
guifhed by much thoughtful feeling and great fluency and 
fweetnefs of cxpreffion. In general, however, thefe hymns 
are fuited rather to private reading, than congregational 
finging; the length of the lines, and the refleßive tone of 
thought, deprive them of that ftrength and fimple grandeur 
which many of the older hymns poflefs. Specimens are 
given here from Spitta, Puchta, Knapp, Henfel, and otkers ; 
thofe hymns to which no dates are affixed being written by 
i authors living or very recently deceafed. 

I The hymns in this feries have been chofen from various 

j fjurces, moft of them being fuch as would be found in any 

m 

\ ftandard colleilion. The greater number, however, are 

: 

taken from Bunfen*s *' Verfuch eines allgemeinen Gefang 
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und Gebet buchs/* a colledlion diftinguifhed above moft 
others by its wide ränge of Chriftian experience and fym- 
pathy, and the poetic merit of the verfions it gives. The 
fhort notices prefixcd to fome of thefe hymns are derived 
from the fame fource. 

One or two verfes have been omitted in feveral of the 

hymns, for in many inftances even fine hymns are weakened 

by repetition, or disfigured by verfes of decidedly inferior 

merit; this is cfpecially the cafe with Paul Gerhardt, 

notwithftanding the remarkable beauty of his 

works. The original metre has been almoft 

invariably maintained ; in fome hymns 

metres ftrange to our ears have been 

preferved with care for the 

fake of the fine chorales 

attached to them. 

* Alderley Edge, * 
May I9th, 

, „..Jlllii^™.... .y 
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f^eavens, oli haste your dews to shed ; 
Ye clouds, rain gladness on our head ; 
'J'hou earth, behold the time of grace, 
Am! Iilossom forth in righteousness ! 
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O living Sun, with joy break forth, 
And pierce the glooniy clefts of earth ; 
Behold, the mountains melt away 
Like wax ben<;ath Thine ardent ray ! 

IJfe-dew of the Churches, cotne, 

And bid this arid desert bloom 1 
The sorrows of Thy people see, 
And takt our liuman flesli on Thee. 

Refresh, the parch'd and drooping mind, 
The broken limb in mercy bind, 
Us sinners from our guill release, 
And fiU US with Thy heavenly peace. 

O wonder ! night no niore is night ! 
Comes then at last the long'd-for light ? 
Ah yes, Thou sbinest, O true Sun, 
In whom are God and man made one ! 
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1 the kingdom is at hand, 
The King is drawing nigh ; 
I Arise with joy, O TailhfuI band, 

To meet the Lord most high ! 
Ye Christians, hasten forth, 
I With Iioly ardours greet your King, 
I And glad Hosannas to Him sing, 

Nought eise your love is worth. 



I Look up, ye drooping hearis, to-däy ! 

The King is veiy near ; 
I Oh cast your griefs and fears away, 

For lo ! your Help is here ; 

And com fort rieh and sweet 
I In many a place for us is stored, 
I Where in His sacraments and word 

Our Saviour we can meet. 

I I.ook up, ye souls weigh'd down with care ! 

The Sovereign is not far. 
j Look up, faint hearts, from your despair, 

Behold the Moming Star ! 

The Lord is with us now, 
' Who shall the sinking spirit feed 
With strength and comfort at its need. 

To whom e'en Death shall bow. 
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Hoi>c, O ye broken hearts, at last I 

The King comes on in mijjht : 
He loved us in the ages past 

When we sai wrai)i/d in niglit ; 

Now are our sorroivs o'tr, 
And fear and wTath to joy give place, 
Sincc God hatli niade us in His grace 

His <hilclrc 
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O rieh the gifts Thou bringest us, 

Thyself niade pure and weak ; 
O lovo beyond compare that thus 

Can foes and sinners seek ! 

For this to Thee alone 
W'e raise i)n high a glaiisome voice, 
And evcrniore with thunks rcjoice 

Before Thy glorlous throne. 
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qFFPlOI'F dost Thou longer tarry, 
Blüssed of the Lord, afar 1 

W'ould it ivere Thy will to enter 
To my heart, O Thou my Star, 
■^ Thou my Jesus, Foum of power, 

Hclper in ihe needful hour ! 

Sharptst wounds my heart is feeling, 

Touch them, Saviout, with Thy healing! 

For I shriiik beneath the terrors 

Of the law's tremendous sw.iy ; 
All my coiintless crimes and errors 

Stand before me night and day. 
Oh the heavy, fearful load 
Of ihe righleous wrath of Cod ! 
Oh the awful voice of thunder 
Clearing heart and soul asunder ! 




While the foe my soul is telling, 

" Tliere is grace no more for thee ; 
Ihüu must make thy undless dwelling 
In Ihe pains that torliire me." 
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Yes, and keener still thy smart, 
Conscience, in my anguish'd heart : 
By thy venoniM tooth tormented, 
Long-past sins are sore repented. 

Would I then, to soothe my sorrow. 

And ray pain awhile forget, 
From the world a com fort borrow, 

I but sink the deeper yet ; 
She hath comforts that but grieve, 
Joys that stinging memories leave, 
Helpers that my heart are breaking, 
Friends that do but mock its aching. 

All the World can give is cheating, 

Strengthless all, and merely nought : 

Have I greatness, it is fleeting; 
Have I riches, are they aught 

But a heap of glittering earth ? 

Pleasure ? Little is it worth 

When it brings no joy or laughter 

That we shall not rue hereafter. 

AU delight, all consolation 

Lies in Thee, Lord Jesus Christ ; 
Feed my soul with Thy salvation, 

O Thou Bread of Life unpriced I 
Blessed Light, within me glow, 
Ere my heart breaks in its woe ; 
O refresh me and uphold me, 
Jesus, come, let me behold Thee. 
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Joy, my soul, for He hath heard thee, 

He will come and enter in ; 
Lo ! He tums and draweth toward thee, 

Let thy welcome-song begin ; 
Oh i)repare thee for such guest, 
Give thee whoUy to thy rest, 
With an open'd heart adore Him, 
Pour thy griefs and fears before Him. 

Thy misdeeds are thine no longer, 
He hath cast them in the sea, 

And the love o( God shall conqiier 
All the strength of sin in thee. 

Christ is victor in the field, 

Mightiest wrong to Him niust yield ; 

He with blessing will exalt thee 

O'er whatever would assault thee. 

What would seem to hurt or shame thee 

Shall but work thy good at last ; 
Since that Christ hath deign'd to claim thee, 

And His truth Stands ever fast ; 
And if thine can but endure, 
There is nought so fix'd and sure, 
As that thou shalt hyran His praises 
In the happy heavenly i)laces. 

1653- 
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s Joumey I» (Jotha aftcr his unjuäl etpulskin from Erfurt ; 
in Ihc Oration delivercd al his gravc, "in Ihe füll expC' 
tho unspealiaWc consnhlioi« nf rhe Ilnly Spirit." 



I that towards etemity 
Another sttp is won ! 
Oh, longing turns my hcart to Thee 
As Time flows slowly on, 
Thou Fountain whence my life is born, 
Whence those rieh streams of grace are drawn 
t through my l>eing nin ! 
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I I count the hours, the days, the years, 

1 That Stretch in tedious line, 

j Until, O Life, that hour appears, 

I When, at Thy touch divin e, 

Whate*er is mortal now in me 

j Shall be consumed for aye in Thee, 

: And deathless hfe be mine. 



So glows Thy love within this frame, 
That, touch*d with keenest fire, 

My whole soul kindles in the flame 
Of one intense desire, 

To be in Thee, and Thou in me, 

And e'en while yet on earth to be 
Still pressing closer, nigher ! 



I Oh that I soon might Thee behold! 

■ 

I I count the moments o'er; 

I Ah come, ere yet my heart grows cold 

1 And cannot call Thee more ! 

i Come in Thy glory, for Thy Bride 

I Hath girt her for the holy-tide, 

And waiteth at the door. 

And since Thy Spirit sheds abroad 
I The oil of grace in me, 

1 And Thou art inly near me, Lord, 

i And I am lost in Thee, 

I So shines in me the Living Light, 

: And steadfast bums my lamp and bright, 

To greet Thee joyously. 
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Yet be the hour that none can teil 

Left whoUy to Thy choice, 
Although I know Thou lov'st it well, 

That I with heart and voice 
Should bid Thee come, and from this day 
I Care but to nieet Thee on Thy way, 

I And at Thy sight rejoice ! 



Come ! is the voice, then, of Thy Bride, 

She loudly prays Thee come ! 
With faithful heart she long hath cried, 
j Come quickly, Jesus, come ! | 

i Come, O my Bridegroom, Lamb of God, 

} Thou knowest I am Thine, dear Lord ; 

Come down and take me home. 
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I joy that from Thy love divine j 

j No power can part me now, | 

j That I may dare to call Thee mine, i 

• • 

j My Friend, my Lord, avow, j 

That I, O Prince of Life, shall be I 

Made wholly one in heaven with Thee; j 

My portion, Lord, art Thou ! | 

I 

And therefore do my thanks o'erflow, 

That one more year is gone, 
And of this Time, so poor, so slow, 

Another step is won ; 

And with a heart that may not wait, | 

Toward yonder distant golden gate | 

9 

I joumey gladly on. j 
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And when the wearied hands grow weak, 
And wearied knees give way, 

To sinking faith, oh quickly speak, 
And make Thine arm my stay; 

That so my heart drink in new strengtli, 

And I speed on, nor feel the length 
Nor steepness o( the way ! 

Then on, my soul, with fearless faith, 
Let nought thy terror move ; 

Nor aught that earthly pleasurc saith 
E'er tempt thy Steps to rove : 

If slow thy course seem o'er the waste, 

Mount upwards with the eagle's haste, 
On wings of tireless love. 

O Jesus, all my soul hath flown 

Already up to Thee, 
For Thou, in whom is love alone, 

Hast wholly conquefd nie. 
Farewell, ye phantoms, day and year, 
Etemity is round me here, 

Siuce, Lord, I live in Thee. 

R. b,. PRRRGK.eC. 
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Emy heart this night rejoices, 
As I hear, 
_. Far and near, 

sweetest angel voices ; [singing, 
'■ Christ is bom," their choirs are 
Till the air 
Everywhere 
Noiv with joy is ringtng. 



For it (lawns, — the promised moirow 

Of Hia birth 

Who the earth 
Rescues from her sorrow. 
God to wear our form descendeth, 

Of His grace 

To our race 
Here His Son He lendeth : 

Yea, so tnily for us careth, 

That His Son 

All we've done 
As our offering beareth ; 
As our Lamb who, dying for us, 

Bears our load, 

And to God 
Doth in peace restore us. 
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Hark ! a voice from yonder manger, 

Soft and sweet, 

Doth entreat, 
" Flee from woe and danger ; 
Brethren, come, from all doth grieve you 

You are freed, 

All you need 
I will surely give you." 

Come then, let us hasten yonder ; 

Here let all, 

Great and small, 
Kneel in awe and wonder. 
Love Him who with love is yearning ; 

Hail the Star 

That from far 
Bright with hope is burning ! 

Ye who pine in weary sadness, 

Weep no more, 

For the door 
Now is found of gladness. 
Cling to Him, for He will guide you 

Where no cross, 

Pain or loss, 
Can again betide you. 

Hither come, ye heavy-heaited ; 

Who for sin, 

Deep within, 
Long and sore have smaited ; 
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For the poison'd wounds you're feeling \ 

Help is near, | 

One is here | 

• 

Mighty for their healing 1 • 

Hither come, yc poor and wretched ; 

Know His will 

Is to fill 
Every band outstretched ; 
Here are riches without measure, 

Here forget 

All regret, 
Fill your hearts with treasure. 

IJlessed Saviour, let me find Thce ! 

Keep Thou me 

Closc to Thee, 
Gast me not behind Thee ! 
Life of life, my heart Thou stillest ; 

Calm I rest 

On Thy breast, 
All this void Thou fillest. 

Thee, dear Lord, with heed TU cherish, 

Live to Thee, 

And with Thee 
Dying, shall not perish ; 
But shall dwell with Thee for ever, 

Far on high, 

In the joy 
That can alter never. 

PÄÖIi GaBhÄBDt;. '651. 
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jP^QU fairest Chile! Divinc, 
In yoncler manger laid, 
^ In wtiom is God Himself well pleasecl, 

By whom were all things made, 
On me art Thou bestow'd ; 

How can such wonders be ! 

The dearest that the Father hath 

He gives me here in Tliee ! 
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Most undeserved, His heart still yeam*d 
1 O'er me, poor wandering sheep ! 
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I was a foe to God, 

I fought in Satan's host, | 
1 trifled all His grace away, 

Alas ! my soul was lost. 1 

Yet God forgets my sin, | 

His heart, with pity nioved. 

He gives me, Heavenly Cliild, in Thee ; j 

Lo ! thus our God hath loved ! J 

Once blind with sin and seif, \ 

Along the treacherous way, j 

That ends in ruin at the last, | 

I hasten'd far astray ; | 

Then God sent down His Son ; | 

For with a love most deep, | 



God with His Life of love 

To me was far and stränge, 
My heart clung only to the world 

Of sight and sense and change; 
In Thee, Immanuel, 

Are God and man made one ; | 

In Thee my heart hath peace with God, | 

And Union in the Son. I 
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Oh ponder this, my soul! | 

Our God hath loved us thus, | 

That even His only dearest Son 
He freely giveth us. 
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Thou precious gift of God, 
The pleclge and bond of love, 

With thankful heart I kneel to take 
This treasure from above. 

I kneel beside Thy couch, 

I press Thee to my heart, 
For Thee I gladly all forsake 

And from the creature part : 
Thou priceless Pearl ! lo, he 

By whom Thou'rt loved and known, 
Will give himself and all he hath 

To win Thee for his ovvn. 

Oh come, Thou Blessed Child, 

Thou Saviour of my soul, 
For ever bound to Thee, my name 

Among Thy host enrol ! 
Oh deign to take my heart, 

And let Thy heart be mine, 
That all my love flow out to Thee, 

And lose itself in Thine ! 
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This 

l'iiv lüwly mangpr is 
Ihc l'arailisc whtTt' oft iny souI would feed : 
Hcre is llie iilacc, niy Lord, 
WliL-re lies thu Ktcmal \\ord 
Clothetl wilh uiir flesli, niade like to us indeed. 

I'or He ivhose niinlity sway 

Tlie winds aiul se;is oboy, 
Siibniits to sen'e, aiul stoops to ihose who sin ; 

The glorioiis Sun of üod 

Dotb bear tlie mortal laid 
Of carch and dust, like us and all our kin. 

l'or thus, O (iooil Supremc, 

AVilt Tliou our Ht-sh redL'eni, 
And raise it to 'ITiy throne o'er cverj- hejghi : 

ElLTnal StfL-ngth, here Thou 

To brotherhood dost bow 
With iransient things thnt juss like mists of niglit. 

Thy glory and Tliy joy 

All woe and grief destroy ; 
lliou, Heavenly 'l'reasure, dost all wealth restore! - 

Thou deep and living U'ell ! 

'I'liou, great Immanuel, 
Dost contjuer sin and dealh for evemiore! 
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Tlicn come, whoe'cr thou art, 

() poor (lesponding hcart, 
Take Cüuragc now, Ict this thy t'ears dispcl, 

That since His Son most dcar ! 

Thy Clod Iiath given theo here, l 

It caniiot be but CJod dotli love tjicc well. 

HoNv often dost thou think 

That thou must surely sink, 
That hope and comfort are no more for ihce ; 

Come hither then and gaze 

ri)on this Infant's face, 
And hcre tlie love of Clod incarnate see. 

Ah now the blessed door 

Stands open evemiore 
To all the joys of this world and thc ncxt : 

This IJabe will be our Friend, 

And (juickly make an end 
Of all that faithful hearts long tinie hath vex'd. 

Then, earth, we care no more 

To seek thv riebest störe, 
If but this treasure will be still our own ; 

And he who holds it fast, 

Till all this life is past, 
Our Lord will crown with joy before His throne. 

PAUL GSRbÄRDt-. 
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King Dl" (JlGrg! Da,id'. so„; 

Üur Sovercign and our Friend ! 
In heaven for ever Stands Thy throne, 

Thy kingdoni liatli no end ; 
Oh now to all men, far and near, 

Lord, make it known, we pray, 
'I'hat as in heaven all creatures here 

May know Thee and obey. 

The Eastem sages gladly bring 

Their tribute-gifts to Thee ; 
They wilness ihat Thou art their King, 

And humbly bow thc knee ; 
To Thee the Moming Star doth lead, 

To Thee th' ins|>ired Word, 
We hall T^ee, Saviour in our need, 

We worshij) Thee, the Lord. 
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Ah look on me wiih pitying gracc, 

Thousli «L-ak and jvoor I In-, 
Wiihin Thy kinj;iIom granl a place 

Äecurc am! Most lo me! 
Oll roscue nie from all my wocs, 

Atiil shicM nie with Thino arm 
From Sin and Dcatli, the niiglily fois 

'riut ilaity seek nur harni ! 

Ami l.i.l Tliy WonI, tlie fairest SUr, 
W'iiliiii US cicarly sliinc ; 

Kcep sin and all false dottrine far, 
Sincc 'l'hou hast clainiM us Tliino 

I^t US Tliy nanit; aright confess, 
Anil, with Thy ChristL-niloni, 

Oiir Kin- and S,iviour own ar.d hk-ss 
'riiroiigli all llie world tu comi;. 
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J / Illumine those who sit in night, 
Let those afar now hear Thy voice, 
And in Thy fold with us rejoice. 

Pill with the radiance of Thy grace 
The souls now lost in error's maze, 
And all whom in their secret minds 
Some dark delusion hurts and blinds. 

And all who eise have stray'd from Thee, 
Oh gently seek ! Thy healing be 
To every wounded conscience given, 
And let them also share Thy heaven. 

Oh make the deaf to hear Thy word, 
And teach the dumb to speak, dear Lord, 
Who dare not yet the faith avow, 
Though secretly they hold it now. 

Shine on the darken'd and the cold, 
Recall the Wanderers from Thy fold, 
Unite those now who walk apart, 
Confirm the weak and doubting heart. 

So they with us may evermore 
Such grace with wondering thanks adore, 
And endless praise to Thee be given 
By all Thy Church in earth and heaven. 

I. h^aaROJÄRR. 
1630. 
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; irj-l ri-t^Ül i athirst lo know 

That the King of heaven and earth 
Dcigns to dwell wiih man below, 

Yea, hath sioopM to moital birth \ 
Search the Word with ceaseless care 
Till thou find ihis treasure there. 



With the sages from afar 
Joumey on o*er sea and land, 

Till thou see the Morning Star 
O'er thy heart unchanging 
stand ; 

Then shalt thou bchold His face 

Füll of mercy, truth, and grace. 



Vor if Christ be bom within, 
Soon that likeness shall appear 

Which the heart had lost through 

sin, [clear ; 

God's own image fair and 

And the soul, serene and bright, 

Mirrors Ixick His heavenly light 
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Jesus, let nie seek for nought 

But that Thou shouldst dwell in nie ; 

Let this only fill niy thought, 
How I niay grow Hker Thee, 

Through this earthly care and strife, 

Through the calni etornal life. 

With the wise who know Thee right, 
Though the world accounts them fools. 

I will praise Thee day and night, 
I will Order by Thy rules 

All my life, that it niay be 

Fiird with praise and love of Thee. 

liÄURGCRGiüs liÄüRant;!. 
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would I fain be reading 
In tlie ancient holy Book, 
)f niy Saviour's gentle pleading, 
_j^h '^ Truth in every word and look. 
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How when children came He bless'd them, 

Sufferd no man to reprove, I 

Took them in His arnis, and press'd them | 

To His heart with words of love. | 



How to all the sick and tearfui 
Help was ever gladly shown; 

How He sought the poor and fearful, 
Caird them brothers and His own. 

How no contrite soul e*er sought Hirn, 
And was bidden to depart; 

How with gentle words He taught him, 
Took the death from out his heart. 

Still I read the ancient story, 

And my joy is ever new, 
How for US He left His glory, 

How He still is kind and true. 

How the flock He gently leadeth 
Whom His Father gave Him here; 

How His arms He widely spreadeth 
To His heart to draw us near. 

Let me kneel, my Lord, before Thee, 
I.et my heart in tears o'erflow, 

Melted by Thy love adore Thee, 
Biest in Thee 'mid joy or woe ! 



umsa ii&uBah. 
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aj-aiii tliou einliest, 

tti tliy load, 

from ihc baltle shrinkest, 

And murmurest at lliy God ; 

Then I will lead thee hither, 

tch Üiy Savioui's prayer, 
And leam from His endurancc 
How thou shouldst also bear. 

I )ii come, woüldst thou be like Him, 

Thy T.ord DiviDe, and mark 
\Vh;it sbarpest sorrows strikc Him, 

Whai anguish deep and dark, — 
That eamest try to spare Him, 

The Irial scarce begun 1 
Yet still He saith : " My Falber, 

Thy will, not niine, be done ! " 



?^... 
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Hath lifo for Hirn no gladness, 

No joy ihc light of day \ 
Can He thcn feel no sadness, 

Whcn heart and hoj)e give ^*ay f 
That cup of mortal anguish 
One bitter cn* hath won, 
I That it niight pass : ** Vet, Fathcr, 

I Thv will, not niine, K^ done ! '* 



And who the cup pa^i^red Him, 
I And who the iH>ii5on gave I 

*'lVas one He lovevl ensnartxl Him, 
*lVas tha*5e He came to sa\-e. 
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Oh wherefore doth His spirit i 

Such bitter conflict know ? 
What sins, what crimes could merit 

Such deep and awful woe \ 
So pure are not the heavens. 

So clear the noonday sun, 
And yet He saith : ** My Father, 

Thy will, not mine, be done ! " 

Oh mark that night of sorrow, 

That agony of prayer ; 
No friend can watch tili morrow 

His grief to soothe and share ; 
Oh wherc shall He find comfort f 

Wilh Ooil, with Goil alone ; 
And still He saith : ** My Father, 

Thy will, not mine, be done !" 
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Oh sharpest pain, to siiffer 
Betray*d and mock'd — alone ; 

Yet still He saith : *' My Father, 
Thy will, not niine, be done ! " 

But what is joy or living, 

What treachery or death, 
When all His work, His striving, 

Seems hanging on His breath ? 
Oh can it stand without Hini, 

That work but just begun ? 
Yet still He saith : " My Father, 

Thy will, not mine, be done ! '* 

He speaks ; no more He shrinketh, 

Hiraself He offers up; 
He sees it all, yet drinketh 

For US that bitter cup. 
He goes to meet the traitor, 
The cross He will not shun, — 
; He saith : " I coine, my Father ; 

I Thy will, not mine, be done ! " 
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My Saviour, I will never 

Forget Thy word of grace, 
But still repeat it ever, 

Through good and evil days ; 
And looking up to Heaven, 

Till all my race is run, 
I'll humbly say : " My Father, 

Thy will, not mine, be done ! " I 

tö. hffar. 
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I P> World ! behold upon tbe tree 
Thy Life is hanging now for thee, 

Thy Saviour yields His dying breath ; 
The miglity Prince of glory now 
r thee doth unresisling bow 
To cniel stripes, to scom and death. 



Draw near, O world, and mark Hirn well 
Dehold the drops of blood that teil 

How sore His conflict with the foe: 
And hark ! hoiv from thal noble heart, 
Sigh after sigh doth slowly Start 

From depths of yet unfathom'd woe. 



Alas! my Saviour, who could dare 
Bid Thee such bitter anguish bear, 

\Vhat evil heart entreat Thee thus I 
For Thou art good, hast wrongfed none, 
As we and ours too oft have done; 

Thou hast not sinn'd, dear Lord, like us. 

I and my sins, that number more 
Than yonder sands upon the shore, 

Have brought to pass this agony ; 
'Tis I have caused the floods of woe 
That now Thy dying soul o'erflow, 

And those sad hearts that watch by Thee. 



#^ 



^1 




: 



W- 




■•*-4?e 



I 

I Tis I to whom these pains belong, 

*Tis I should suffer for my wrong : 

Bound hand and foot in heavy chains, 
The scourge, the fetters, whatsoe'er 
Thou bearest, 'tis my soul should bear, 

For she hath well deserved such pains. 



Yet Thou dost even for my sake 
On Thee in love the burdens take 

That weigh'd my spirit to the ground: 
Yes, Thou art made a curse for me, 
That I might yet be blest through Thee ; 
I My healing in Thy wounds is found. 

To save me from the monster's power, 
From Death that all things would devour, 

Thyself into his jaws dost leap; 
My death Thou takest thus away, 
And buriest in Thy grave for aye, 

O love most strangely true and deep ! 

From henceforth there is nought of mine 
But I would seek to make it Thine, 

Since all myself to Thee I owe. 
Whate'er my utmost powers can do, 
To Thee to render service true, 

Here at Thy feet I lay it low. 

Ah ! little have I, Lord, to give, 
So poor, so base the life I live, 

But yet, tili soul and body part, 
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This one thing I will do for Thee — 
The woe, the dealh endured for me, 
ril cherish in my inmost heart. 

Thy cross shall be before my sight, 
My hope, my joy, by day and night, 

Whate*er I do, \vhere*er I rove ; 
And, gazing, I will gather thence 
The form of spodess innocence, 

The seal of fauUless truth and love. 

And from Thy sorrows will I learn 
How fiercely doth God's anger burn, 

How tenibly His thunders roll, 
How sorely this our loving God 
Can smite with His avenging rod, 

How deep His floods o'erwhelm the soul. 

And I will study to adom 

My heart with meekness under scom, 

With gentle patience in distress, 
With faithful love, that yearning cleaves 
To those o*er whom to death it grieves, 

Whose sins its very soul oppress. 

VVhen evil tongues with stinging blame 
Would cast dishonour on my name, 

I'U curb the passions that upstart; 
And take injustice patiently, 
And pardon, as Thou pardon'st me, 

With an ungrudging generous heart 
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And I will nail nie to Thy cross, 

And learn to counl all things but dross 

Wherein the flesh doth pleasure take ; 
W'hate'er is hateful in Thine eyes, 
With all the sircngtlt that in me lies, 

Will 1 cast froni me and forsake. 

Thy heavy groans, Thy bitter sighs, 
The tears that from Thy dying ej'es 

Were shed when Thou wast sore oppress'd, 
Shall be with me, when at the last 
Myself on Thee I whoUy cast. 

And enter wilh Thee into rest, 

PÄilli CaBI^HRDG. 

1659. 
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h, leCSUS, ihe merit 
Of all that Thou hast bome 
Maketh me inherit 
The crown tliat hath no thom ! 



Ah then, teach me duly 
To ivorshi]> at Thy cross, 

Owning inly, truly, 

The l.ove Ihat bore our loss. 

Therc- to sin, oh leC me 
From henceforlli daily die ; 

Nor in dealh forgct me : 
Then granl me life on high. 

Knon. 
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on yonder cross I love, 
Nought beside on earth count dcai ! 
May He mine for ever prove, 

Who is now so inly near ! 
Here I stand : whate'er may come, 
Days of sunshine or of glooni, 
From this word I will not move ; 
Him upon the cross I love ! 

'Tis not hidden from my heart, 
What true love niust often bring; 
Want and grief have sorest smart, 

Care and scorn can shaq)ly sting ; 
Nay, but if Thy will were such, 
Bitterest death were not too much ! 
Dark though here my course may prove, 
Him upon the cross I love ! 

Rather sorrows such as thcse, 

Rather love's acutest pain, 
Than withoüt Him days ot ease, 

Riches false and honours vain. 
Count me stränge, when I am true, 
What He hates I will not do ; 
Sneers no more my hcart can move ; 
Him upon the cross I love ! 

Know ye whence my strength is drawn, 
Fearless thus the fight to wage ] 

Why my heart can laugh to scorn 
Fleshly weakness, Satan's rage ? 
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Tis, I know the love of Christ : 
Mighly is tliat luve unjirked ! 
W'liat can grieve me, wliat can movel 
Hill) lipon thc CTOss 1 love! 

(hwi: ihe cycs tliat now are dlm 
Sliall tliscom ihe changeless love 

Thal halb k-il us homi; to Hirn, 
That hath crown'd us far above ; 

^\'oulil to Ciod thal all bclow 

What ihat love is now might know. 
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4 this vvord approve : 
.pon the cross 1 love ! 
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X(^(£^UL sore-oppressM, 
Tlio Sabbalh rest 
BBJj-jaE In yon slill grave an ketping! 
All Thy labour now is ilonc, 
Fast is all Thy weeping ! 

The sCrire is o'er, 
Nought hurts Thee more, 

The heart at last hath slumber'd, 
That in conflict sore for us 

Bore our sins unnumber'd. 




Thou awful tomb, 
Once filld wilh gloom ! 
How blessecl anti how holy 
Art thou now, since in the grave 
Slept ihe Saviour Iowly ! 

How calm and blest 
The dead now rest 
Who in thc I.ord departed ! 
All iheir worics do follow tbeni, 
Yea, ihey sleep glad-hearted. 

O lead US Thou, 

To rest e'en now, 

Wilh all who, sorely anguish'd 

'Neaih the bürden of their sins, 

Long in woe have languish'd. 
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O Bkssed Rock ! 
Soon grant Thy flock 
To see Thy Sabbath moming ! 
Strifc and pain will all be past 
When cliat day is dawning. 



VIKGOB SGRÄUSS. 
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: Didst Test and sliimber in llic grave, 
lif Now grant us all in Thec to rest, 
And here lo live as seems Thee best. 



US the strength, the dauntless fai(h, 
'l'hat 'I'hou hast purchased with Thy death, 
And lead us tö ihat glorious place, 
Where \ve shall set the Father's face. 



O Lamb of God ! who once wast skin, 
We thank Tliee Tor that bitter pain ! 
Let US partake Thv death that we 
May enter into life with Thee! 
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He who gave for us His life, 

W'ho for US endured ;he strife, 
Is our Paschal Lamb to-day ! 
\\"e too sing for joy, and say : 
H 

He who bore all pain and loss 
Comfortless upon the 

Lives in glory now o: .^.., 

rieads for us and hears our cry : 

Hallelujah. 
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He whose path no records teil, 
Who descended into hell, 
Who the streng man armd hath bound, 
Now in highest heaven is crown'd : 

Hallelujab. 

He who slumber'd in the grave, 
Is exalted now to save ; 
Now through Christendom it rings 
That the Lamb is King of kings ! 

Hallelujah. 

Now He bids us teil abroad, 
How the lost may be restored, 
How the penitent forgiven, 
How we too may enter heaven. 

Hallelujah. 

Thou our Paschal Lamb indeed, 
Christ, to-day Thy people feed ; 
Take our sins and guilt away, 
That we all may sing for aye, 

Hallelujah. 

BObauHÄn BRG;t;hRG;n. 
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ff yet llie cUivn hatli fiU'd the skies 
Behold my Saviour Christ arise, 
He chaseth from us sin and night, 
And brings us joy and lifc and light ; 
llallelujah. 



O strenger Thou than Deatli and Hell, 
Where is ihe foe Thou canst not (luell t 
What heavy stone Thou canst not roll 
From off the prison'd, anguish'd soul i 

Hnllelujah. 
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U Jesus lives, can I be sad ? 
I know He loves nie, and am gl ad ; 
Though all the world were dead to me, 
Enough, O Christ, if I have Thee ! 



Hallelujah. 



He feeds nie, comforts and defends, 
i And when I die His angel sends 

To bear me whither He is gone, 
j For of His own He loseth none. 



Hallelujah. 



j No more to fear or grief I bow, 

I God and the angels love me now ; 

j The joys prepared for me to-day 

j Drive fear and mouming far away ; 

j Hallelujah. 

Strong Champion ! For this comfort see 
The whole world brings her thanks to Thee; 
I And once we too shall raise above 

More sweet and loud the song we love; 

Hallelujah. 

: 
: 
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JfJtüt^ to all men, far and near, 

That He is risen again ; 
That He is with us now and here, 
And ever shall remain. 

And what I say, let each this mom 

Go teil it to his friend, 
That soon in every place sball dawn 

His kingdom without end. 

Now first to souls who thus awake 

Seems earth a fatherland, 
A new and endless life they take 

With rapture from His band. 

The fears of death and of the grave 
Are whelm'd beneath the sea, 

And every heart now light and brave 
May face the things to be. 

The way of darkness that He trod 
To heaven at last shall come, 

And he who hearkens to His word 
Shall reach His Father's home. 
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Now let the mourner 
grieve iio more, 
Though his beloved 
sleep, 
A happier meeting shall 
restore 
Their liglit to eyes 
that «eep. 

Now every heart each 
noble (leed 
With new resolve may 
dare, 
A glorious harvest shall 
the seed 
In brightest regions 
bear. 

He lives, His presence 
hath not ceased, 
Though foes and fears 
be rife ; 
And thus we hail in 
Easter's feast 
A worid renew'd to 
life! 

* ROVRLIS. • 
1773-1801. 
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niSRII jÜLOPÖ I O Conquering King ! 
O Life of all that live ! 
To-day that peace of Easter bring 
Which only Thou canst give! 
Once Death, our foe, 
Had laid Thee low ; 
Now hast Thou rent his bonds in twain, 
For Thou art risen >vho once wast slain ! 

The power of Thy great majesly 

Bursts rocks and tombs away ; 
Thy victory raises us with Thee 
Into the glorious day ; 
Now Satan's might 
And Death's dark night 
Have lost their power this blessed mom, 
And we to higher life are bom. 

Oh that our hearts might inly know 

Thy victory over death, 
And gazing on Thy conflict glow 

With eager, dauntless faith ! 
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Thy quenchless light, 

Thy glorious niight, 
Still comfortless and lonely leave 
The soul that cannot yet believe. 

Then break through our hard hearts Thy way, 

O Jesus, Conquering King ! 
Kindle ihe lamp of faith to-day, 
Teach our faint hearts to sing 
For joy at length, 
That in Thy strength 
We too may rise whom sin had slain, 
And Thy eternal rest attain. 

And when our tears for sin o'erflow, 

Do Thou in love draw near, 
The precious gift of peace bestow, 
Shine on us bright and clear; 
That so may we, 
O Christ, from Thee 
Drink in the life that cannot die, 
And keep true Easter feasts on high. 

Yes, let US truly know within 

Thy rising from the dead, 
And quit the grave of death and sin, 
And keep that gift, our Head, 
That Thou didst leave 
For all who cleave 
To Thee through all this earthly strife — 
So shall we enter into life. 

I. K BOI-jfflaR. 

1706. 
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ith ionging, sick witli fears, 
Tüivards Emmaiis slouly go 

'hose eyes are (liiii with tears, 
And their hearts oppress'd wüh wo : 
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Of their rui.i'd hopes they talk ; 

Yet while thus they sadly walk, 

Jesus is not far away, 

And their fcars shall soon allay. j 

Ah ! and still how many a heart 

ünward toils in silent gref, 
Mouming o'er its woes ai)art, 

Hopeless now of all relief; 
Oft it seeks to walk alone, 
liut to weep its fill unknown ; 
Yet my Jesus cometh now, 
Asking, wherefore weepest thou? 

Many a time l've feit indeed 

That He leaves me ne'er alone; 
In the hour of utmost need 

Then Himself He maketh known ; 
When in sorrow I consunie 
j As though He no raore could come, 

Lo ! I find Hirn more than near, | 

Quickly with His help He's here. 

Truest Friend, who canst not fail me, 

Evermore abide with me ; 
1 When the world would most assail me, 

Then Thy presence let me see ; 
When its heaviest thunders roll, 
Shelter Thou my trembling soul, 
Come and in my spirit rest, 
I will do what seems Thee best. 
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\Vhen I dread some Coming ill, 

Lord, then bid me think of this, 
That my Saviour loves me still, 

And that I am surely His : 
More of Thy word let me leam, 
Till my heart within me bum, 
Fill'd with love, and in Thy Light 
Leam to know her Lord aright. 

Comfort those who, filFd with gloom, 

Lonely on their joumey go, 
Or within their silent room 

Gry to Thee from depths of wo ; 
When they leave the world apart, 
There to weep out all their heart, 
Let them hear Thy whisper mild; 
Wherefore dost thou moum, my child? 

When life*s day hath fleeted by, 

When the night of death is near, 
When in vain the darken'd eye 

Seeks sorae stay, some helper here : 
Then Thy followers* prayer fulfil, 
Then abide Thou with us still ; 
Till Thou give us peace and rest, 
Stay, oh stay, Thou noble Guest! 
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U'O^I our Lord went up on high. 

And so our songs we laise ; 
To Hirn with strong desire we cry 
To keep us in His grace, 
For we poor sinners here beneath 
Are dwelling still 'mid woe and death, 
AU hope in Hirn we place. 

Hallelujah. 

Thank God that now the way is made ! 

The cherub-guarded door, 
Through Hirn on whom our hclp was laiil, 

Stands open evermore ; 
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Who knoweth this is glad at heart, 
And swift prepares him to depart 
Where Christ is gone before. 

Hallelujali. 

Our heavenward course begins when we 
Have found our Father, God, 

And join us to His sons, and flee 
The paths that once we trod ; 

For He looks down, and they look up, 

They feel His love, they live in hope, 
Until they meet their Lord. 

Hallelujah. 

Then all the depths of joy that lie 

In this day we shall know, 
When we are made like Him on high, 

Whom we confess below ; 
When bathed in life's eternal flood 
We dwell with Him, the highest Good : 

God grant us this to know ! 

Hallelujah. 
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UU Christ is gone lo heaven, His home 
1 too must one day share ; 
And In this hope I overcome 

1 anguish, all despair; 
For where the Head is, well we know 
The members He hath left below 
In tinie He gathers there. 

Since iChrist hath reach'd His glorious throne 

And inighty gifts are His, 
My heart can rest in heaven alone, 

On earth my Lord 1 miss; 
I long to be with Htm on high, 
And heart and thoughts would hourly fly 

Where now my treasure is. 

From Thy ascension let such grace, 

My Lord, be found in me, 
That steadrast faith may guide my ways 

Unfaltering up to Thee, 
And at Thy voice I may depart 
With joy to dwell where Thou, Lord, art ; 

Oh grant this prayer to me ! 
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On^nPFtlUI Princc and Lord of glory ! 

Majesty eothroned in light ! 
All the heavens are bow'd before Thee, 

Far beyond them spreads Thy might; 
Shall I fall not at Thy feet, 
And my heart with rapture beat, 
Now Thy glory is display'd, 
Thine ere yet the worlds were niade ( 

Far and wide, Thou heavenly Sun, 
Now Thy brightness streams abroad, 

And Heaven's host anew hath won 
Light and gladness from its Lord ; 

Hark, how yon unnumber'd throng 

Welcome Thee with joyous song ! 

See Thy chUdren weak and few 

Here would cry Hosanna too! 

Of Thy cup shatl I not drinic, 
Now Thy glories o'er me shine t 

Shall my courage ever sink, 

Now I know all power is Thine 1 

I will tnist Thee, O my King, 

And will fear no carthly thing ; 

Henceforth will I bow the knec 

To no niler, save to Thee, 
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Power and Spirit now o'erflow, 1 

On me also be they pour*d, i 

Till Thy last and mightiest foe I 

Hath been made Thy footstool, Lord : I 

Yea, let earth's remotest end 

To Thy righteous sceptre bend, 

Make Thy way before Thee piain, 

0*er all hearts and spirits reign. 

I 
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Lo ! Thy presence filleth now 

All Thy Church in every place, 
To my heart, oh enter Thou, | 

See it thirsteth for Thy grace ! 
Come, Thou King of glory, come, 
Deign to make my heart Thy home, 
There abide and rule alone, 
I As upon Thy heavenly throne ! 

I 

I Parting, dost Thou bring Thy life, 
I God and heaven, most inly near: 

I Let me rise o er earthly strife, 
I As though still I saw Thee here, 

And my heart transplanted hence, 

I Strange to earth and time and sense, 

I Dwell with Thee in heaven e*en now, 

: \Vhere our only joy art Thou ! 
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,( the Seraphim, 
The buming host that near Thee stand 
Before Thy Majesty are dim, 
And veil their face at Thy command ; 
How shall these mortal eyes of mine, 
Now dark wth evil's hatefiil night, 
Endure to gaze upon the Ught 
That aye surrounds that throne of Thine I 

Ycl grant the eye of faith, O Lord, 
To pierce within the Holy Place, 

For I am saved and Thou adored, 
If I am quicken'd by Thy grace. 
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Behold, O King, before Thy throne 

My soul in lowly love doth bend ; 

Oh shovv Thyself her gracious Friend, 
And say, ** I choose thee for mine own." 

Have mercy, Lord of love, for long 

My spirit for Thy mercy sighs, 
My inmost soul hath found a tongue : 

" Be merciful, O God ! '* she cries. 
I know Thou wilt not bid me go; 

Thou canst not be ungracious, Lord, 

To one for whom Thy blood was pour(\ 
Whose guilt was cancell'd by Thy woe. 

Here in Thy gracious hands I fall, 

To Thee 1 cling with faith's embrace : 
O righteous Sovereign, hear my call. 

And tum, oh turn, to me in grace ! 
For through Thy sorrows I am just. 

And guilt no more in me is found : 

Thus reconciled, my soul is bound 
To Thee in endless love and trust. 

And let Thy wisdom be my guide, 

Nor take Thy light from me away; 
Thy grace be ever at my side, 

That from the path I may not stray 
\Vhich Thou dost love, but evermore 

In steadfast faith my course fulfil, 

And keep Thy word, and do Thy will, 
Thy love within, Thy heaven before ! 
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Reach down and arm me with Thy band, 
And strengthen me with inner might, 

That I through faith may strive and stand, 
Though craft and force against me fight : 

So shall the kingdom of Thy love 
Be through me and within me spread, 
That honours Thee, our glorious Head, 

And crowneth us in realms above. 

Yes, yes, to Thee . my soul would cleave ; 

Oh choose it, Saviour, for Thy throne ! 
Couldst Thou in love to me once leave 

The glory that was all Thine own, 
So honour Thou my life and heart 

That Thou mayst find a heaven in me ; 

And when this house decay*d shall be, 
Then grant the heaven where now Thou art. 

To Thee I rise in faith on high. 

Oh bend Thou down in love to me ! 
Let nothing rob me of this joy, 

That all my soul is filUd with Thee: 
As long as I have life and breath, 

Thee will I honour, fear, and love; 

And when this heart hath ceased to move, 
Yet Love shall live and conquer death. 

tli. G. DaSSIiSR. 
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Come, Thou true Elernul God ! 
Nor Thy power descend in vain, 

Make us ever Thine abodc; 
So shall Spirit, joy, and light 
llwell in US, whcre all was night. 
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Pour into our heart and mind 
Wisdom, counsel, truth, and love ; 

That we be to nought inclined, 

Save what Thou mayst well approve ; 

l^t Thy knowledge spread and grow, 

Working error s overthrow. 



Guide US, Lord, from day to day, 
Keep US in the paths o( grace, 

Clear all hindrances away 

That might foil us in the race ; 

When we stumble hear our call, 

AVork repentance for our fall 



Witness in our hearts that God 

Counts US children through His Son, 

That our Father's gentle rod 
Smites us for our good alone; 

So when tried, perplex*d, distrest, 

In His love we still may rest. 



Quicken us to seek His face 
Freely, with a trusting heart ; 

In our prayers oh breathe Thy grace, 
Go with us when we depart; 

So shall our request be heard. 

And our faith to joy be stirr'd. 
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And at last when we must die, 
Oh assure the sinking heart 

Of the glorious realm on high 
Where Thou healest every smart, 

Of the joys unspeakable 

Where our God would have us dvvell. 



And whene*er a yeaming streng 

Presses out the bitter cry, 
" Ah my God, how long, how long ] '* 

Then oh let me find Thee nigh, 
And Thy words of healing balm 
Bring me courage, patience, calm. 



Spirit Thou of strength and power, 
Thou new Spirit God hath given, 

Aid US in temptation's hour, 

Train and perfect us for heaven ; 

Arm US in the battle-field, 

Leave us never there to yield. 



Lord, preserve us in the faith, 

Suffer nought to drive us thence, 
Neither Satan, scom, nor death ; 

Be our God and our defence; 
Though the flesh resist Thy will, 
Let Thy ^yord be stronger still. I 
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Joy the souI can know, 



laircsi Light was ever shed, 
Vho alike in joy or woe 
Leavest notic unvisitcd ; 
Spiril of the Highest God, 
Lord from whom is life bestow'd, 
Who upholclest everything, 
Hear me, hear me, while I sing ! 

For the nobicst gift Thou art 
That a soul e'cr sought or won, 

Have I wish'd Thee to my heart, 
Then my ivishing all is done ; 
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Ah then yicld Thee, nor refuse 
Here to dwell, for Thou didst choose 
This niy heart, from c'en its birth, 
For Thy temple here on earth. 

Thou art shed like gentlest showers 

From the Father and the Son, 
Bringest to this earth of ours 

Purest blessing from their throne ; 
Suffer then, O noble Guest, 
That rieh gift by Thee possest, 
Wh ich Thou givest at Thy will 
All my soul and flesh to fill. 

Thou art wise, before Thee stand 
Hidden things unveil'd to Thee, 
Countest up the grains of sand, 

Fathomest the deepest sea, 
And Thou knowest well how blind, 
Dark and crooked is my mind ; 
Give me wisdom, in Thy light 
Let me please my God aright. 

Thou art holy, enterest in 

Where pure hearts Thy Coming wait, 
But Thou fleest shair.e and sin, 

Graft and falsehood Thou dost hate ; 
Wash me then, O Well of grace, 
Every stain and spot eflface, 
Let me flee what thou dost flee, 
Grant me what Thou lov'st to see. 
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Thou art loving, batest strife, 

As a lamb of i)atient mood, 
Calin through all our restless life, 
E'en to sinners kind and good; 
Grant me too this noble mind, 
To be calm and true and kind, 
Loving every friend or foe, 
Grieving none whom Thou dost know. 

Well contented is my heart, 

If but Thou reject me not ; 
If but Thou wilt ne'er depart, 
I am blest whate'er my lot; 
Thine for ever make me now, 
And to Thee, my Lord, I vow 
Here and yonder to employ 
Every power for Thee with joy. 

Be my help when danger's nigh, 

When I sink hold Thou me up, 
Be my life when I must die, 

In the grave be Thou my hope; 
Bring me when I rise again 
I To the land that knows no pain, 

I Where Thy followers from Thy stream 

i Drink for ever joys supreme. 

* 

m 
m 
• 

I PÄÜL GeRI^ÄRDG. 

I 1653. 



^ 



•*^ 



64 



r 



#-«" 



"«-*6 



HI 





tSiüi if tl^ $pfi 



Church of Christ that He hath hallow*d here 
To be His house, is scatter*d far and near, 
In North and South and East and West abroad, 
And yet in earth and heaven, through Christ her 
Lord, 

The Church is one. 

One meifiber knoweth not another here, 
And yet their fellowship is true and near, 
One is their Saviour, and their Father one, 
One Spirit rules them, and among them none 

Lives to himsel£ 

They live to Him who bought them with His blood, 
Baptized them with His Spirit pure and good, 
And in true faith and ever-buming love 
Their hearts and hope ascend to seek above 

The etemal Good. 

O Spirit of the Lord, all life is Thine, 

Now fill Thy Church with life and power divine, 

That many children may be bom to Thee, 

And spread Thy knowledge like the boundless sea, 

To God*s great praise. 

Ä. G. sPÄncenBeRG. 
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IflPft, t^f Q(OFr$ proclaims her honour 
And her strength is only this : 
God hath laid His choice upon her. 
And the work she doth is His, 
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He His Church hath fimily founded. 
He will guard what He bcgan; 

We, by sin and foes surrounded, 
Build her bulwarks as we can. 

Frail and lleeting are our powers, 
Short our days, our foresight dim, 

And we own the choice not ours, 
We were chosen first by Hirn. 

Onward then! for nought despairing, 

Calm we follow at His word, 
Thus through joy and sorrow bearing 

Faithful witness to our Lord. 

Though we here must strive with weakness, 
Though in tears we often bend, 

What His might began in meekness 
Shall achieve a glorious end. 
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PFPflOj oll spre:i(l, lliou mighty Word, 

Spread the kingdom of ihe Lord, 
Wheresoe'er His brealh has given 
Life to beings meant for heaven. 

Teil them how the Father's will 
Made the u-orld, and keeps it still, 
How He sent His Son to save 
All who help and cotnfort crave. 



Teil of our Redcemer's love, Teil them of the Spirit given 

Who for cver doth remove Now, to guide us up to heaven, 

By His holy sacrifice, Strong and holy, just and true, 

All the guilt that on us lies. Working both to will and do. 

Word of Life ! most pure and strong, 
Lo! for Thee ihe nations long; 
Spread, tili from its dreary night 
All the World awakes to lighL 

Up, the ripening fields ye see, 
Mighty shall the harvest be, 
Hut the reapers still are few, 
Great the work they have to do- 

Lord of harvest, Ict there l>e 

Joy and strength to work for Thee, 

Till the nations far and near 

See Thy Light, and learn Thy fear. 
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Q'flrP Fount of blessing we adore ! 
Lo 1 we unlock our Ups before 
Thy Godhead's deep of holincss, 
Oh deign to hear us now and bless. 

The Lord, the Maker, vhh us dwell, 
In soul and body shield us well, 
And guard us with His skepless miglit 
From every ill by day and night ! 

The Lord, the Saviour, Light Divine, 
Now cause His face on us to shine, 
That seeing Him, with perfect faith 
We tnist His love for life and death ! 

The Lord, ihe Comforter, be near, 
Imprint His image deeply hcre, 
From bonds of sin and dread release. 
And give us His unchanging peace I 

O Triune God ! Thou vast abyss I 
Thou ever-flowing Fount of bliss, 
Flow through us, heart and soul and will 
AVith endless praise and blessing fill ! 
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flrl|Pr''PßF> that hath so truly watch'd, 
O Father-hand, that hath so gently led, 
O Father-heart, that by my prayer is touch'd, 
That loved me first when I was cold and dead : 
Slill do Thou lead me on with faithful care 

The narrow path to heaven where 1 would go, 
And train me for the life that waits me there, 
Alike through love and loss, through weal and wo. 

O my Redeemer, who for me wast slain, 

Who bringest me forgiveness and release, 
Whose death has ransom'd me to God again, 

That now my heart can rest in perfect peace; 
Still more and more do Thou my soul redeem, 

From every bondage set me wholly free, 
Though Evil oft the mightiest power may seem, 

Still make me more than conqueror, Lord, in Thee. 

O Holy Spirit, who with gentlest breath 

Dost teach to pray, dost comfort or reprove, 
Who givest us all joy and hope and faith, 

Through whom we live at peace with God in love ; 
Still do Thou shed Thine influenae abroad, 

Let me the Father*s image ever wear, 
Make me a holy temple of my God, 

Where dwells for ever calm adoring prayer! 
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mirror of the Godhead ! Perfect Light ! 
rhou Three in One, vvhose never-slumbering might 
\ ^ Enfolds the vvorld within its sheltering wings, 
And holds in being all created things ! 

We praise Thee with the earliest nioming ray, 
We praise Thee with the parting beam of day ; 
All things that live and move, by sea and land, 
For ever ready at Thy Service stand. 

Exhaustless Treasure I Being limitless ! 

What gaze hath ever pierced Thy deep abyss ? 

Deep Fount of Life ! Light inaccessible ! 

How great Thy power, O God, what tongue can teil ? 

Thy Christendom is singing night and day, 

"Glory to Hirn, the mighty God, for aye, 

By Whora, through Whom, in Whom all beings are ! " 

Grant us to echo on this song afar ! 

Thy Name is great, Thy kingdom in us dwell, 
Thy will constrain and feed and guido us well ; 
Spare us, redeem us in the evil hour, 
For Thine the glory, Thine the rule, the power. 

I. PRÄRGI^. 
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IJIfl of light enlighten mc, 
Now anew the day is dawning; 
I Sun of grace, the shadon-s flee, 

Brighien Thou iny Sabbath raoming, 
With Thy joyous sunshinc blest 
Happy is my day of rest ! 

Fount of all our joy and peace, 
To Thy living waters lead me, 

Thou from earth my soul release 
And with grace and mercy feed me ; 
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Bless Thy word that it may prove 
Rieh in fruits that Thou dost love. 

Kindle Thou the sacrifice 
That upon my lips is lying ; 

Clear the shadows from mine eyes 
That, from every error flying, 

No Strange fire may in me glow 

That Thine altar doth not know. 

Let me with my heart to-day, 

Holy, Holy, Holy, singing, 
Rapt awhile from earth away, 

All my soul to Thee upspringing, 
Have a foretaste inly given 
How they worship Thee in Heaven. 

Rest in me and I in Thee, 
Build a Paradise within me; 

Oh reveal Thyself to me, 

Blessed Love, who diedst to win me; 

Fed from Thine exhaustless um 

Pure and bright my lamp shall burn. 

Hence all care, all vanity, 
For the day to God is holy ; 

Come Thou glorious Majesty 
Deign to fill this temple lowly, 

Nought to-day my soul shall move 

Simply resting in Thy love, 

B. SGI^ffiOLGI^- 
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Let our hearts and souls be stirr'd 

Now to seek and love and fear Thee ; 
By Thy teachings sweet and holy 
Drawn from earth to love Thee solely, 

All our knowledge, sense, and sight 
I.ie in dcepest darkness shrouded, 

Till Thy Spirit breaks our night 

Wich the beams of tnilh unclouded ; 

Thou alone lo God canst win iis, 

Tliou must work all good within us, 

Glorious I^rd, Thyself inipart ! 

Light of light from God proceeding, 
Open Thou our ears and heart, 

Help US by Thy Spirit's pleading, 
Hear the cry Thy people raises, 
Hear, and bless our prayers and praises ! 

.67.. 



#- 



-* 



^ 



^ 



Ifi 

of Ma Elia |%|i 

^^^*^i nir inore the day-light shines abroad, 
1 1 iirt'thren let us praise the Lord, 
WIhjsc grace and mercy ihus have kept 
I lie nightly walch ivhile we have slept. 




To Him let us together i)ray 
With all our heart and soul 

That He would keep us in His 

And all our guilt and sin 
remove. 



Eternal God ! Almighty Friend, 
Whose deep compassions have no 

end, 
Whose never-faiiing strength and 

might 
Have kept us safely through the 



Now send us from Thy heavenly throne 
Thy grace and help through Christ Thy Son, 
That with Thy strength our hearts may glow, 
And fear nor man nor ghostly foe. 



Ah Lord God ! hear us, we 

jmplore ! 
Be Thou our Guardian evermore, 
Our raighty Champion and oui 

shield 
That goeth wiih us to the field. 



We offer up ourselves to Thee, 
That heart and word and deed 

may be 
In all things guided by Thy mind, 
And in Thinc eyes acceptance 

find. 



Thus, Lord, we bring, through Christ Thy Son, 
Our moming offering to Thy throne ; 
Now be Thy precious gift outpour'd, 
And help US for Thine honour, Lord ! 

Boi^afDiRn BRatsfjRsn. 
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IVritten duriug the Thirty Ycars^ War, 

rll anguish'd and perplexed, with many a sigh and tear 
lift mine eyes up to the hüls, and pour out all my woe, 
Thou bandest down Thine ear, 
And never from Thy face, dear Lord, uncomforted I go. 

My help and my defence come, faithful God, from Thce, 
By Whom the heavens were fixed, and earth*s foundations laid ; 

Man cannot succour me, 
Before Thy throne alone I find my refuge and my aid. 

Thou watchest that my foot should neither slip nor stray, 
Thou guidest me Thyself through all my dark and troubled 



1 course, 



Thou pointest me the way 
Amid the snares of sin and death, and this world^s craft 

and force. 

Guardian of Israel ! Thou dost slumber not, nor sleep, 
Thine eye is open day and night, still watching over those 

Who true allegiance keep 
To Jesus' banner of the Gross, and bravely meet His foes. 

And when Thou bidd'st me leave this world of strife 
and pain, 
Grant me in Thee a steadfast hope, and gentle quick release, 

Knowing we rise again 
To dwell where death and war are not, in endless joy and 

peace. 

0). Ä. VOR liÖtÖSRSCGRR. 
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IS)^UU Most Highest ! Guardian of mankind ! 
Supreme exhaustless Good Thou art! 
To Thee I oflfer soul and heart : j 

Praise Him all creatures with your strength and mind, 
For He is kind ! 

Yes, Lord, *tis of Thy power alone to-day i 

That still I draw my living breath, 
1 Thy grace preserves me still from death, 

O Father-heart, reject rae not, but stay 
With me to-day. 
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O Israelis God, I bring Thee now my will, 
That would be Thine whate'er it cost, 
Love Thy good gifts, yet love Thee most; 

This is my prayer while yet the mom is still, 
Take Thou my will. 

O Fount of grace, in love be Thou my guide, 
Thine eye look down on me in power, 
Whate*er I do or am each hour 

Prepare me for th' etemal life, abide 
Still at my side. 
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The soul and body Thou dost hold in life, 
ße ever ready in Thy fear 
To fight for trutli and justice herc, 

And irusling Thee to meet the final strife, 
For Thou an Life. 

Bless all my works and ways, my Ught increase, 
Order my doings for the best, 
In all my tod be Thou my rest, 

Until at last I lay me down in peace 
That ne'er shall cease. 
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S a bird in ineadows fair 

Or in lonely forest sings, 
Till it fills the summer air 
And the greenwood sweetly rings, 
So my heart to Thee would raise, 
O my God, its song of praise, 
That the gloora of night is o*er 
And I See the sun once more. 

If Thou, Sun of Love, arise, 

All my heart with joy is stirT*d, 
And to greet Thee upward flies 

Gladsome as yon little bird. 
Shine Thou in me clear and bright 
Till I learn to praise Thee right ; 
Guide me in the narrow way, 
Let me ne'er in darkness stray. 

Bless to-day whate'er I do, 

Bless whate'er I have and love; 

From the paths of virtue true 
Let me never, never rove ; 

By Thy Spirit strengthen me 

In the faith that leads to Thee, 
^(^ Then an heir of life on high 

y* Fearless I may live and die. 

ÄROR. 
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^F golden morn flames up ihc Eastem sky, 
And what dark night had hid from every eye 
All-piercing day-lighl summons clear to view : 
Ajid all the forests, vale or piain or hill, 
l'hat slept in niist cnshrouded, dark and still, 
In gladsome light are glitlering now anew. 
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Shine in my heart, and bring me joy and light, 
Sun of my darken'd soul, dispel its night, 

And shed in it the truthful day abroad ; 
And all the many gloomy folds lay bare 
Within this heart, that fain would leam to wear 

The pure and glorious likeness of its Lord. 

Glad with Thy li^ht, and glowing with Thy love, 
So let me ever speak and think and move 

As fits a soul new-touch'd with life from heavcn, 
That seeks but so to order all her course 



I 

« 

i 

1 As most to show the glory of that Source 

1 By whom alone her strength, her life are given. 



j I ask not, take away this weight of care ; 

No, for that love I pray that all can bear, 



! 

i And for the faith that whatsoe'er befall 



Must needs be good, and for my profit prove, 
Since from my Father's heart most rieh in love, 
And from His bounteous hands it cometh all. 

I ask not that my course be calm and still; 
No, here too, Lord, be done Thy holy will; 

T ask but for a quiet childlike heart ; 
Though thronging cares and restless toil be mine, 
Yet may my heart remain for ever Thine, 

Draw it from earth, and fix it where Thou art. 
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So 



■^ " " ^ 

I ask Thee not lo finish soon the strife, 
The toil, the troublc of this earthly life ; 

No, be my peace amid its grief and pain ; 
I pray not, grant me now Thy realm on high j 
No, ere I die let me to evil die, 

And through Thy cross my sins be whoUy slain. 

True Moming Sun of all my hfe, I pray 
That not in vain Thou shine on me to-day, 

Be Thou my hght when all around is gloom ; 
Thy brightness, hope, and courage on me shed, 
That I may joy to see when life is fled 

The setting sun that brings the pilgrim home. 

SPICCÄ. 
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^r night is come, wherein at last we rest, 
Gxl Order this and all things for the best ! 
Beneath His blessing fearless we may lie 
Since He is nigh. 
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Drive evil thoughts and s])irits far away, 
Master, watch o'cr us tili thc dawning day, 
Body and soul alike from härm defend, 
'I'litne angel send. 

Let holy prayers and thoughts our latest be, 
Let US awake with joy, still close to Thee, 
In all serve Thee, in every deed and thouglit 
Thy praise be sought. 

Give to the sick as Thy beloved sieep. 
And help the captive, cotnfort those who weep, 
Care for the widows' and the orphans' woe, 
Keep far our foe. 

For WC have none on whom for help to call, 
Save Thee, O God in heaven, who car'st for all. 
And wilt forsake them never, day or night, 
Who love Thee right. 

Father, Thy Name be praised, Thy Kingdom come, 
Thy will be wrought as in our heavenly home, 
Keep US in life, forgive our sins, deliver 
Us now and ever ! 

tJVH. 
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XJU^li not yet, roy soul, to slumber, 

Wake, my heart, go forth and teil 
All ihe mercies without number 
'Jliat ihis bygone day befell ; 
Teil hovv God hath kept afar 
All chings that against tue war, 
Hath u|iielil me and defended, 
And His grace my soul befriended. 

Fallier inercifui and holy, 

Thec to-night I pTaise and bless, 
iVho to labour tnie and lowly 
Urantest ever meet succcss; 
Many a sin and many a woe, 
Many a fierce and subtle foe 
Hast Y Thou check'd that once alaim'd me. 
So that nought to^lay has hann'd me. 

Yes, our wisdom vainly ponders, 
Fathoms not Thy loving thought; 

Never tongue can teil the wonders 
That each day for us are wrought; 

Thou hast guided me to^iay 

That no ill hath cross'd my way, 

There is neither bound nor measure 

In thy love's o'erflowing I 
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Now the light, that nature gladdens, • 

And the pomp of day is gone, 
And my heart is tired and saddens j 

As the gloomy night comes on ; | 

Ah then, with Thy changeless light j 

Warm and cheer my heart to-night, ! 

As the shadows round nie gather 
1 Keep me close to thee, my Father. | 



Of Thy grace I pray Thee pardon 
I All my sins, and heal their smart; 

I Sore and heavy is their bürden, 

• 

j Sharp their sting within my heart; 

1 And my foe lays many a snare 

1 But to tempt me to despair, 

i Only Thou, dear Lord, canst save me, | 

Let him not prevail to have me. j 



I Have I e'er from Thee departed, | 

1 Now I seek Thy face again, 1 

1 And Thy Son, the loving-hearted, j 

I Made our peace through bitter pain. I 

i Yes, far greater than our sin, j 

j Though it still be strong within, I 

i Is the Love that fails us never, ! 

• • 

1 Mercy that endures for ever. | 



Brightness of the etemal city! i 

Light of every faithful soul ! j 

Safe beneath Thy sheltering pity \ 

Let the tempests past me roll ; | 

.•tJ ^"" ~........«.........................«............................................~..~— ~««^— -|^ 
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j That my soul be not tonnented. 



O Thou mighty God, now heaxken 
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Now it darkens far and near, 
Still, my God, still be Thou here; 
Thou canst comfort, and Thou only, 
When the night is long and lonely. 

E'en the twilight now hath vanish'd, 

Send Thy blessing on my sleep, 

Every sin and terror banish'd, | 

Let my rest be calm and deep. | 

Soul and body, mind and health, | 

Wife and children, house and wealth, 1 

Friend and foe, the sick, the stranger, | 

Keep Thou safe from härm and danger. | 

i 
I 

Keep me safe tili mom is breaking, | 

Nightly terrors drive Thou hence, j 

Let not sickness keep me waking; | 

Sudden death and pestilence, i 

Fire and water, noise of war, j 

Keep Thou from my house afar; | 

Let me die not unrepented, j 



I To the prayer Thy child hath made; j 



Jesus, while the night-hours darken | 

Be Thou still my hope, my aid; | 

Holy Ghost, on Thee I call, j 

Friend and Comforter of all, 

i 

I Hear my eamest prayer, oh hear me ! 

I Lord, Thou hearest, Thou art near me. 

I L Bist;. 
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a whole long day of pain 

Now at last is o'er ! 
/ Ah how much we can sustain 
I have feit once more ; 
Feit how frail are all our powers, 

And how weak our trust; 
If thcu help not, these dark hours 
Cnish US to the dust. 



Could I face the coming night 

If Thou wert not near ? 
Nay, without Thy love and might 

I must sink with fear : 
Round me falls the evening glootn, 

Sights and sounds all cease, 
But within this narrow room 

Night will bring no peace. 



Other weary eyes may close. 

All things seek their sleep, 
Hither comes no soft repose, 

I must wake and weep. 
Come then, Jesus, o'er me bend, 

Give me strength to cope 
With my pains, and genily send 

Thoughts of peace and hope. 
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Draw my weary heart away | 

From this gloom and strife, 
And these fever pains allay 

With the dew of life; 
Thou canst calm the troubled mind, 

Thou its dread canst still, 
Teach me to be all resign*d 

To my Father^s will. 



Then if I must wake and weep 

All the long night through, 
Thou the watch with me wilt keep, 

Friend and Guardian tnie ; j 

In the darkness Thou wilt speak j 

Lovingly with me, 
Though my heart may vainly seek 

Words to breathe to Thee. 

Wheresoe*er my couch is made 

In Thy hands I lie. 
And to Thee alone for aid 

Tums my restless eye ; 
Let my prayer grow weary never, 

Strengthen Thou th' oppress'd. 
In Thy shadow, Lord, for ever 

Let me gently rest. 1 
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■ darkncss ovcr £ill is spread, 
No Sounds the stillness break, 
Ah when shall these sad hours be fled, 
Am I alone awakel 



Ah no, I do not wake alone, 

Alone I do not sieep, 
Aiound me ever watcheth One 

Who wakes with those that weep. 



On earth it is so dark and drear, 
With Him so calm and bright, 

The Stars in solemn radiance clear 
Shine there through all our night. 

'Tis when the lights of eanh are gone 
The heavenly glories shine ; 

When other comfort I have none, 
Thy comfort, Lord, is mine. 

Be still, my throbbing heart, bc still, 

Cast off thy weary load, 
And make His holy will thy will, 

And rest upon thy God. 
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How many a time the night hath come, 

Yet still return'd the day ; 
How many a time thy cross, thy gloom, 

Ere now hath pass'd away. 

And these dark houTS of anxious pain 

That tiow oppress thee sore, 
I know will vanish soon agaJn, 

Then I shall fear no more; 

For when the night hath lasted long, 

\Ve know the mom is near, 
And when the trial's sharp and streng 

Our Help shall soon appear. 
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BID3) among us with Thy grace, 

Lord Jesus, evermore, 
Nor let US e'er to sin give place, 

Nor grieve Him we adore. 



Abide among us with Thy word, 
Redeeraer whom we love, 

Thy help and merqr here afford, 
And life with Thee above. 

Abide among us with Thy ray, 
O Light that lighten'st all, 

And let Thy truth preserve our way, 
Nor suffer us to fall. 

Abide with us to bless us still, 
O bounteous Lord of peace ; 

With grace and power our spirits fill, 
Our faith and love increase. 

Abide among us as our shield, 

O Captain of thy host ; 
That to the world we may not yield, 

Nor e'er forsake our post. 

Abide with us in faithful love, 
Our God and Savioiu: be, 

Thy help at need, oh let us prove. 
And keep us true to Thee. 



1630. 
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f hcre we sLtnil 
t to du as Tliou hast spoken, 
Atiti this child at Thy command 

Now we bring to Thee, in token 
That to Christ il here is given, 
For of such shall be His Heaven. 

Yes, Thy waming voice is piain. 
And we fain would keep it duly, 

" He who is not bom again, 
Heart atid üfe renewing Iruly, 

Bom of waler and tbe Spirit, 

Will My kingdom oe'er inherit" 

Tlierefore hasten we to Thee, [it ! 

bÄVS PUC On ^^^ ^^^ pledge we bring, oh täte 

GbBlSG •!- ^' "" ''"^ '^y S''*^ '""■ 

cai.iii,..t And in tender pity make it 



#^ 



^ 



^ ^ 



Now Thy child, and leave it never, 
Thine on earth, and Thine for ever. 



Tum the darkness into üght, 

To Thy grace receive and save it; 

Heal the serpent's venom'd bite, 
In the fönt where now we lave it ; 
1 Let Thy Spirit pure and lowly 

Banish thought or taint unholy. 



: 



Make it, Head, Thy member now, 
Shepherd, take Thy larab, and feed it, 

Prince of Peace, its peace be Thou, 
j Way of life, to Heaven oh lead it, 

I Vine, this branch may nothing sever, 

! Grafted firm in Thee for ever. 



: 



1 Now upon Thy heart it lies, 

j What our hearts so dearly treasure, 

I Heaven ward lead our burden*d sighs, 



: 



i Write it in the book of Heaven. 
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Pour Thy blessing without measure, | 

Write the name we now have given. 
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^rffW-^Fart, „ho hat crealeü all 

^^^^ _ In wisest love, we pray 

\\ISm^ ■ ^'"^'' "^^ ^'^'^ babe, who at Thy gracious call 
v^-T '"'A'J^ ^^ entering on life's way, 

V':=-t 'j^ Bend o'er it now with blessing fraught, 

And make Thou something out of nought, 
Father-hean ! 



O Son of God, who diedst for us, behold 

We bring our child to Thee, 
Thou tender Shepherd, lake it to Thy fold, 

Thine own for aye to be ; 
Defend it through this earthjy strife, 
And lead it on the path of life, 
O Son of God ! 

O Holy Ghost, who broodest o'er the wave, 

Descend upon this child j 
Give it undying life, its spirit iave 

With waters undefiled ; 
Grant it while yet a babe to be 
A child of God, a home for Thee, 
O Holy Ghost! 

O Triune God, what Thou command'st is done, 
We speak, but Thinc the might : 

This child hath scarce yet seen our earthly sun, 
Yet pour on it Thy light. 

In faith and hope, in joy and love, 

Thou Sun of all below, above, 
O Triune God ! 
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i parents' arms now yield thee, 
;| t ma iic^CT With love all glowing warm, 
^ ™^)i To Him who best can sliield thee, 
^^^ To that Eternal Arm 

That all the heavens upholdeth, 
jiFl ■* And bids the dead arise, 

^ Tlial teniler babes enfoldeth 

And leads them toward the skies. 

Wash'd in the blood that gushes 
out His wounded hcart, 
Wrapi/il in the peace that hushes 

All earthly grief and smart, 
Go fortli upon thy joumey, 

Grow up in strength and age. 
And stek with joy and wisdom 

Thy holy heritage. 

Oh swcet will sound the voices 

That hail thee from above, 
\Vhere heaven's bright host rejoices 

Before the Eternal Love ; 
" Now canst thou wander never, 

Now past is all thy strife. 
Oh bless the hour for ever 

That call'd thee into iife." 
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Jesus' lamb, 
Ever glad at heart I am 
O'er my Shepherd kind and good, 
Who provides me daily food. 

And His lamb by name doth call, 

For He knows and loves us all 

Guided by His gentle staff 
\Vhere the sunny pastures laugh, 
I go in and out and feed, 
Lacking noihing -thal I need ; 
When I thirst my feet He brings 
To the frcsh and Uving Springs. 

Must I not rejoice for this ? 

He is mine, and I am His, 

And when these bright days are past, 

Safely in His arms at last 

He will bear me home to heaven ; 

Ah what joy hath Jesus given ! 

Luisa i^. von i^Rym. 
1724-1783- 
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baptized into Thy name, 
O Father, Son, and Holy Ghostl 
Among Thy seed a place I claim, 
Among Thy consecrated host ; 
Buried with Christ, and dead to sin, 
Thy Spirit now shall live within. 

My loving Father, here dost Thou 
Proclaim me as Thy child and heir; 

Thou faithful Saviour bidd*st me now 
The fruit of all Thy sorrows share ; 

Thou Holy Ghost wilt comfort me 

When darkest clouds around I see. 

And I have promised fear and love, 
And to obey Thee, Lord, alone ; 

I feit Thy Spirit in me move, 
And dared to pledge myself Thine own, 

Renouncing sin to keep the faith, 

And war with evil to the death. 

My faithful God, upon Thy side 
This covenant standeth fast for aye: 

If I transgress through fear or pride, 
Oh cast me therefore not away; 

If I have sore my soul defiled, 

Yet still forgive, restore Thy child. 
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I bring Thee here, my God, anew 
Of all I am or have thc whole ; 

Quicken my life, and malte me tnie, 
Take füll possessio!) of my souI ; 

Let nought within me, nought I own, 

Serve any will but Thine alone. 

Hence, Prtnce of darkness ; hence, my foe! 

Anotlier Lord hath purchased me ! 
My conscience lells of sin, yet know, 

Baptized in Christ I fear not thee ! 
Away, vain World ; Sin, leave me now ; 
I tum from you ; God hears my vo*. 

And never let me waver more, 
O Father, Son, and Holy Ghost, 

Till at Thy will this life ts o'er 
Still keep me in Thy faithful host, 

So unto Thee I live and die 

And praise Thee evermore on high. 
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Fccil mc «itli Thy grarc, flraw inly near, 
Hy Thee reileem'd, in Thee alone I live, 

All I need "tis Thou canst give : 

Kyrie Eleison ! 
Ah Lord, Thy timid sheep now feed 
With joy upon Thy heavcnly mead. 



#- 



^ 










T.ead us to the cr)'stal river 
Whence our life is flowing ever : 

Kyrie Eleison! 

For Thou art calling all the toil oppress*d, 

All the weary, to Thy rest ; 
The pardon of their sins is here bestow'd, 

Thou dost free them from their load : 

Kyrie Eleison ! 
Ah come, Thyself put forth Thine hand, 
Unbind this heavy iron band, 

Set me from my sorrows free, 

Give me strength to follow Thee : 

Kyrie Eleison ! 

Thou fain wouldst heart and soul to Thee incline, 
Take me from myself and make me Thine ; 

Thou art the Vine and I the branch, oh grant 
I may grow in Thee a living plant : 

Kyrie Eleison ! 
For nought but sins I find in me, 
Yet are they done away in Thee; 
Mine are anguish, fear, unrest, 
But in Thee, Lord, I am blest : 

Kyrie Eleison ! 
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vf x^Jl* thyself, my soul, with gladness, 
Leave the gloomy haunts of sadness, 
Come into the daylight's splendour, 
There with joy thy praises render 
Unto Him, whose boundless grace 
Grants thee at His feast a place ; 
He whom all the heavens obey 
Deigns to dwell in thee to-day. 

Hasten as a bride to meet Hirn, 
And with loving reverence greet Hini, 
Who with words of life immortal 
Now is knocking at thy portal ; 
Haste to make for Hirn a way, 
Gast thee at His feet, and say : 
Since, O Lord, Thou com*st to me, 
Never will I tum from Thee. 

Ah how hungers all my spirit, 
For the love I do not merit ! 
Ah how oft with sighs fast thronging 
For this food have I been longing! 
How have thirsted in the strife 
For this draught, O Prince of Life, 
Wish*d, O Friend of man, to be 
Ever one with God through Thee ! 
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Here I sink before Thee lowly, 
Fill'd with joy most deep and holy, 
As with trembling awe and wonder 
On Thy mighty works I ponder; 
On this banquet's mystery, 
On the depths we cannot see ; 
Far beyond all mortal sight 
Lie the secrets of Thy might. 

Sun, who all my life dost brighten, 
Light, who dost my soul enlighten, 
Joy, the sweetest man e'er knoweth, 
Fount, whence all my being floweth, 
Here I fall before Thy feet, 
Grant me worthily to eat 
Of this blessed heavenly food, 
To Thy i)raise, and to my good. 

Jesus, Bread of Life from Heaven, 
Never be Thou vainly given, 
Nor I to my hurt invited; 
Be Thy love with love requited ; 
Let me leam its depths indeed, 
While on Thee my soul doth feed ; 
Let me here so richly blest, 
Be hereafter too Thy guest 



I. PRÄRI^. 
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UUr> who formedst me to wear 
The image of Thy Godhead here ; 

Who soughtest me with tender care 
Through all my wanderings wild and drear; 

Love, 1 give myself to Thee, 

Thine ever, only Thine to be ! 

o Love, who ere iife's earliest dawn 
On me Thy choice hast gently laid ; 

O Love, who here as man wast born. 
And like to us in all things made; 

O Love, I give myself to Thee, 

'Ihine ever, only Thine to be ! 



() I.ove, who once in Time wast slain, 

i'ierced through and through with bitter woe; 
("1 Love, who wrestling thus dldst gain 

'I'hat we eiernal joy might know ; 
O Love, I give myself to Thee, 
Thine ever, only Thine to be ! 



O Love, of whom is tnith and light, 
The Word and Spirit, life and power, 

AVhose heart was bared to them that smite, 
To shield us in our trial hour; 
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O Love, I give myself to Thee, 
Thine ever, only Thine to be ! 

O Love, who thus hast bound me fast, 
Beneath that gentle yoke of Thine ; 

Love, who hast conquer'd me at last 
And rapt away this heart of mine ; 

O Love, I give myself to Thee, 

Thine ever, only Thine to be ! 

O Love, who lovest me for aye, 
Who for my soul dost ever plead ; 

O Love, who didst my ransom pay, 
Whose power sufficeth in my stead; 

O Love, I give myself to Thee, 

Thine ever, only Thine to be ! 

O Love, who once shalt bid me rise 
From out this dying life of ours ; 

O Love, who once above yon skies 
Shalt set me in the fadeless bowers: 

O Love, I give myself to Thee, 

Thine ever, only Thine to be ! 
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I take my heart and all that is in me, 
^Lord beloved, take it from me to Thee ; 
I would have Thine 
This soul and flesli of mine; 
\\'ouId Order thought and word and deed 
As Thy inost holy will shall lead, 
Thou feedest me with heavenly bread and wine, 
Thou pourcst through me streams of life divine ; 
O noble Face, 
So sweet, so füll of grace, 
I ponder as Thy cross I see, 
How best to give myself to Thee. 

Beliold, through all the etemal ages, still 
N[y heart shall choose and love Thy holy will ; 
Wouldst Thou my death, 
I die to Thee in faith ; 
^Vouldsl Thou that I should longer live, 
To Thee the choice I whoUy give. 

Hut Thou must also deign to be my own, 
To dwell in me, to malte my heart Thy throne, 
My God indeed, 
My Help in time of need, 
>fy Head from whom no power can sever, 
The Bridegroom of my soul for ever ! 

"OST- 
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whom Thy Church doth own 
As her Head and King alone, 
I'iIls^ nie. Thy poor member too ; 
And Thy Spirifs mfluence give 
Thal to Tiiee hencefoith I live, 
Dai}y Thou my strength renew. 

I^t Thy living Spirit flow 
Through Thy members all below, 
With its warrnth and power divine ; 
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Scatter'd far apart they dwell, 
Yet in every land, füll well, 

Lord, Thou knowest who is Thine. 

Those who serve Thee I would serve, 
Never from their union swerve ; 

Here I cry before Thy face : 
" Zion, God give thee good speed, 
Christ thy footsteps ever lead, 

Make thee steadfast in His ways!" 

Save her from the world her foe, 
Satan quickly overthrow, 

Gast him down beneath her feet ; 
Through the Spirit slay within 
Love of ease, the world, and sin, 

Let her find Thee only sweet. 

Those o'er whom Thy billows roll 
Strengthen Thou to leave their soul 

In Thy hands, for Thou art Love ; 
Make them through their bitter pain 
Pure from pride and sinful stain. 

Fix their hopes and hearts above. 

Unto all Thyself impart, 
Fashion'd after Thine own heart, 

Make Thy children like to Thee ; 
Humble, pure, and calm, and still, 
Loving, Single as Thy will, 

And as Thou wouldst have them be. 



I 



I 




107 




Uf— 



••••••••••«•••••••••••••••••••• 



•-# 



: 



And from those I love, I pray, 
Tum not, Lord, Thy face away, 

Hear me while for them I plead ; 
Be Thou their Eternal Friend, 
Unto each due blessing send, 

For Thou knowest all they need. 

Ah Lord, at this gracious hour 

Visit all their souls with power ; | 

Let Thy gladness in them shine; j 

Draw them with thy love away 
From vain pleasures of a day, 1 

Make them wholly ever Thine. 

Dearly were we purchased, Lord, 
When Thy blood for us was pour*d ; 

Think, O Christ, we are Thine own ! 
Hold me, guide me, as a child, 
Through the battle, through the wild; 

Leave me nevermore alone. 

Till at last I meet on high 
With the faithful host who cry 

Hallelujah night and day; 
Pure from stain we there shall see 
Thee in us, and us in Thee, 

And be one in Thee for aye. 
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f9 how could I forget Htm 

Who ne'er forgetteth me? 
Or lell Ihe luve that let Him 

Come down to set me free I 
I lay in darkest sadncss, 

Till He raade all things new, 
And still fresh love and gladness 

Flow from that heart so true. 

{{ow could I ever leave Hirn 
,,Jß Who is so kind a FriendT 
How could I ever grieve Him 

Who thus to me doth bendt 
Have I not seen Him dying 

For US on yonder tree) 
Do 1 not hear Him crying, 

Arise and foUow Me ! 



For ever will 1 love Him 

Who saw my hopeless plight, 
Who feit my sorrows move Him, 

And brought me life and light ; 
^Vhose arm shall be around me 

When my last hour is come, 
And suflei none to wound me, 

Though dark the passage home. 
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He gives me iiledges holy, 

His bo<Iy and His blood, 
He lifts the scom'd, the Iowty, 

He makes my courage good, 
For He will reigii within me, 

And shed His graces then; ; 
Tlie heaven He ditd to win nie 

Can I then fall lo share t 

In joy and sorrow ever 

Shine through me, Blessed Hcart, 
U'ho bleeding for v 

Didst shrink from sortsl smart i 
Whate'cr I've loved or strivei 

Or borne, I bring to Thee ; 
Now Icl Thy heart and heaven 

Stand open, Lord, 

! 
i 




Dieif 1835. 



#^ - -^ 



fr 



-# 





lOinif Bread froni Heaven, 

:h\v hast Thou fed Thy guest! 
j;ilis Thou now hast given 
tiavf lilld my heart with joy and rest. 
O woiulrous food of blessing, 
cup (hat heals our woes, 
My htart Ihis gift possessing 
In lliankful sorg o'etflows; 
For white ihe life and strength in me 

Were quicken'd by ihis food, 
My soul haih gazed awhile on Thee, 
O highest, only (lood ! 

My Lord, Thou here hast led me 
Widiiii Thy templc's holiest place. 
And there Thyself hast fed me 
With all the treasures of Thy grace ; 
And Thou hast freely given 

Wliat earth could never buy, 

The btead of life from heaven, 

That now I shall not die; 
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And Thou hast suffefd me in faith 
To drink the blessed wine 

That heals the soul from inner death, 
And makes her wholly Thine. 



Thou givest all I wanted, 
The food whose power can death destroy, 

And Thou hast freely granted 
The cup of füll etemal joy; 

Ah Lord, I do not merit 

The favour Thou hast shown, 

And all my soul and spirit 

Bow down before Thy throne ; 
Since Thou hast suffer'd me to eat 

The food of angels here, 
Nor Sin, nor foes that I can meet, 

Nor Death I now may fear. 



O Love incomprehended ! 
That wrought in Thee, my Saviour, thus 

That Thou shouldst have descended 
From highest heaven to dwell with us ! 

Creator, that hath brought Thee 
To succour such as I, 

Who eise had vainly sought Thee ! 
Then grant me now to die 
To sin, and live alone to Thee, 

That when this time is o'cr, 
Thy face, O Saviour, I may see 

In heaven for evermore. 
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For as a shadow passes 
I pass, but Thou dost still endure ; 

I wither like the grasses, 
But Thou art rieh, though I am poor ; 

Oh boundless is Thy kindness, 
And righteous is Thy power ; 

And I in sinful blindness 
Am erring hour by hour, 
And yet Thou comest, dost not spurn 

A sinner, Lord, like me ! 
Ah how can I Thy love return, 

What gift have I for Thee ? 

A heart that hath repented, 
And mourns for sin with bitter sighs, — 

Thou, Lord, art well-contented 
With this niy only sacrifice. 

I know that in my weakness 
Thou wilt despisc me not, 

But grant me in Thy meekness 
The favour I have sought ; 
Yes, Thou wilt deign in grace to heed 

The song that now I raise, 
For meet and right is it indeed 

That I should sing Thy praise. 

Grant what I have partaken 
May through Thy grace so work in me, 

That sin be all forsaken, 
And I may cleave alone to Thee, 

And all my soul be heedful 
How she Thy love may know, 



»—■»•••—•♦••—■•——•■■•■■■■■■■■•—»■■■■■—■■■■■■■•«■ ••• ■•■■■■■■»<•■■■■•■■>«■■———>••—■■■■■>■—»#«» 



»»■—■0 ) \ ^ 




"3 



ft- " " - " ■-# 

For Ihis alone is ncedfui, 
Thy \ove sliould in nie gloiv ; 
AnJ let no beauly please mine eyes, 

No joy allure my heart, 
But what in Thee, niy Saviour, lies, 

What ITiou dosl here impart. 

well for me ihai slrengthen'd 
With heavenly brcail and wine, if here 

My course on earth be lengthen'd, 
I now may serve Thee free from fear; 
Away tben earthly pleasure, 
Alt earthly gifts are vain, 

1 seek a heavenly treasure, 
My honie I long lo gain, 

AVhere I sliatl live and praise my God, 

And none my peace destroy, 
Where all tlie soul is overflow'd 

Wich pure eternal joy. 

Bisr.. 
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' name !ct us on our way ! 
'The Father's help and grace we pray, 
i love shall guard us round about 
im foes witbin and anns withouL 
HalleJujah, 

And Christ, be Thou our Friend and Guide, 
Through all our wanderings at our side, 
Help US all evil lo nlthstand 
'iTiat wars againsl Thy least command. 
Hallelujah. 

Ihe Hoiy Spirit o'er us brood 
With all His gifts of riebest good, 
Witb hope and strength wben dark our road. 
And bring us honie again in God ! 
I Hallelujah. 

ÄRon. 
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WllJTTES 

on a Joumey to Kussia anJ Persia, 

unJertaken by Ihe Author 

as Phjsician to ihir Elmbuiy 

from HoUteiD. 



KSSSl^i^RE'F.K I go, whate'er my usk, 
M^^I^^^P)'-, i he counsel of my Gtxl I ask, 

JÄJwl^^»^,. Who all things hath and can ; 

^^^^feP^^^^'^ Unless He give both thought and deed 
-^^viSt»^-^--^^^ The utmost pains c 



r succeed, 
vain the wisest plan. 



For what can all my toil avail t 
My care, my watching all must fäil, 
Unless my God is there ; 
Then lel Him ordor all for me 
As He in wisdom shall decree; 
On Him I cast my care. 

For nought can come, as nought hath been, 
But what my Father hath forcscen. 
And what shall work my good ; 
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^Vhate*er He gives me I will take, 
Whate'er He chooses I will make 
My choice with thankful mood. 

I lean upon His mighty arm, 

It sbields me well from every härm, 

All evil shall avert ; 
If by His precepts still I live 
Whate'er is useful He will give, 

And nought shall do me hurt. 

But only may He of His grace 
The record of my guilt efface, 

And wipe out all my debt ; 
Though I have sinn*d He will not straight 
Pronounce His judgment, He will wait, 

Have patience with me yet. 

I travel to a distant land 

To serve the post wherein I stand, 

Which He hath bade me fill ; 
And He will bless me with His light, 
That I may serve His world aright, 

And make me know His will. 

And though through desert wilds I fare, 
Yet Christian friends are with me there, 

And Christ Himself is near ; 
In all our dangers He will come, 
And He who kept me safe at horae 

Can keep me safely here. 
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Yes, He will speed us on our way, 
And point us whcre to go and stay, 

j And help us still and Icad ; 

I Lot US in health and safety live, 

And time and wind and weather give, 
And whatsoe'er we need. 



When late at night my rest I take, 
Whcn early in the morn I wake, 

Halting or on my way, 
In hours of weakness or in bonds, 
When vex'd with fears my heart desponds, 

His promise is my stay. 

Since then my course is traced by Hirn 
I will not fear that future dim, 

But go to meet my doom, 
Well knowing nought can wait me there 
Too hard for me through Him to bear ; 

I yet shall overcome. 

To Him myself I wholly give, 
At His command I die or live, 

I trust His love and pow^r : 
Whether to-morrow or to-day 
His summons come, I will obey, 

He knows the proper hour. 

But if it please that love most kind, 
And if this voice within my mind 
Be whispering not in vain, 
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I yet shall praise my God ere long 

In many a sweet and joyful song, 

In peace at liome again. 

To those I love will He be near, 
With His consoling light appear, 

Who is my shield and theirs ; 
And He will grant beyond our thoughi 
AVhat they and I alike have sought 

\\'ith many tearfui prayers. 

Then, O my soul, be ne'er afraid, 

On Hirn who thee and all things made 

With calm reliance resi ; 
W'hate'er may come, where'er we go, 
Our Falher in the heavens must know 

In all things what is best. 
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be this our vessel now 
V wonhy temple unto Thce, 
riiough nonc may hear its bells but Thou 

And ihis our liltle Company ; 
Dur church's roof, yon mighty dorne, 
Slmll ring with hymns we iearnt at home, 
( tur floor the boundless tossing wave, 
< )ur fickl, our palh, perchance our grave. 

U'lierc shall we aid and comfort find 

With toils and perils all aroundJ 
Command, O mighty God, the wind 
To bear us whither we are bound. 
Oh bring US to our home once more 
From weary wanderings safe to shore ; 
And those who follow us with prayer 
Keep Thou in Thy most tender care. 

And as the needle, while we rove, 

To one point still is tnie and just, 
So let our hope and faith and love 
be fix'd on One in whom we tnist ; 
His word is mighly still to save, 
He still can walk the stormiest wave, 
And hold His followers with His hand, 
For His are heaven and sea and land. 
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solemn Ocean, rollest to the Strand 
Laden wiih prayers from many a far-off land; 
To US thy thousanJ murmurs at our feet 
One cry repeat. 

Through all thy myriad tones that never cease 
We hear of death and love, the cross and peace, 
New churches bright wilh hopc and glad with psalms, 
And marl>Ts' palms. 

Then on ! and eome whateer our God sees fit ! 
To yon frail wave-toss'd planks we now cominit 
Our lives, our all, and leave our native land 
A( His command. 

We take thee for our chariot, stormy Sea ! 
Borne safely on to serve our God by thee, 
For thou and we alike obey His word 
And own Hirn Lord. 

And whether thy chill deeps become our grave, 
Or far away our blood shall stain thy wave, 
Or we shall cross with joyous songs thy foam 
Back to our home : 

Be it as He ordains whose name is Love! 
Whether our lot or Itfe or death shall prove, 
To Life Eternal surely guides His will, 
And we are still. 

Da liÄ mocGa poücae. 

I iff^ -— - «-^3 



ifr 



--# 




we must leave our father-land. 
And wander far o'er ocean's foam ; 
llrukLH is kinship's dearest band, 
I'orsaken Stands our ancient home ; 
But One will ever with us go 

Tkraugh busiest day and stillest night; 
And heaven above, thc deeps below 
Slirink back abash'd before His sight 



Tlien be the issue life or death, 

Let Him do as it seems Hirn best, 
The messenger of Christian faith 

Looks not in this world for his rest. 
ir but His hand still hold us fast, 

His presence hourly fold us round, 
The anchor of cur souls is cast 

Firm in the One etemal ground. 



The voice of Everlasting Love, 

That rang with living power through us, 
Is worthy thus our souls to move, 

Worthy to fill a lifetime thus; 
Here none was e'er deceived or lost, 

Howe'er his earthly hopes might fade ; 
Then well for him who weighs the cost 

Kre yet his final choice is made. 



#. 



■■^i 






•0— B 



♦ 



Yes, scatter'd are our brothers now 

O'er land and ocean far apart, 
Yet to one Master still they bow, 

In Him they still are one in heart : 
For as one sin, one poison ran 

Through all our race since Adam's fall; 
There is one hope, one life for man 

In Him who bore the sins of all. 

Sweet for each other oft to plead, 

And feel our oneness in the Son, 
Ah then we daily meet indeed 

In spirit at our Father's throne ! 
Our bodies are but parted here, 

And fade in this dark land away, 
The earthly shadows disappear, 

The harvest ripens for that Day. 

Soon Time for us shall cease to reign, 

The Saviour calls us home in peace; 
At last we all shall meet again^ 

And dwell together all in bliss, 
Where faith to clearest vision yields ; — 

Triumphant light for sorrowing gloora, 
For desert wastes fair Eden*s fields, 

For tearful paths a blessed home ! 
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'tf\ our sails all soft and sweetly, 
*^ Yet with bold resistless force, 
üreathe the winds of heaven, and fleetly 

Wing US on our watery course ; 
Swift, and swifter, furrowing deep 
Through the mighty waves, ihat keep 
Not a trace where we have been, 
On we Speed to lands unseen ! 

Sink thou decply in our mind, 
Type of life, most apt and true ! 

Tliough we leave no Irack behind, 
Yet we plough our furrows too. 
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Where, from otit a world of bliss, 
Falls ihe seed unseen of tliis. 
And an unseen distant home 
Beckons o'er the desert foam. 

Be our voyjge, brethren, such That may gladly sleep, the while 

That if Hirest peril came, Stilt and blest the souI shall sroile, 

Wreck and niin coulil not touch In the eternal peace of Heaven, 

Aught but this our weary frame ; i That our God halb surely givcn. 

Oh that in that blessed peace 
I Many and niany a soul may rest ! 

I Oh through us may God increase 

Soon the number of the blest ! 
I Free through us the souls that now 

'Neath a bitter bondage bow; 

Whom yet darkest error binds ! 

Speed, oh speed us on, ye winds ! 

Da iJÄ moGGo: poaauä. 
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lay we calmly in the grave 
This form, whereof no doubt we haie 
That it shall rise again that Day 
In glorious triumph o'er decay. 



And so to earth again we tnist 
\Vliat came from dust, atid turns to dust. 
And from the dust shall surely rise 
When the last trumpet fills the skies. 



Hia soul is living now in God, 
\Vhose grace his pardon hath bestow'd, 
\Vho through His Son redeem'd him here 
From bondage unto sin and fear. 

His trials and his griefs are past, 

A blessed end is his at last. 

He bore Christ's yoke, and did His will. 

And though he died, he livelh stÜL 
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He lives where none can moum and weep, 
And calmly shall this body sleep 
Till God shall Death himself destroy, 
And raise it into glorious joy. 

He suffer'd pain and grief below, 
Christ heals him now from all his woe, 
For him hath endless joy begun, 
Hc shines in glory like the sun. 

Then let us leave him to his rest, 
And homeward tum, for he is blest, 
And we must well our souls prcpare, 
When death shall come, to meet him there. 

Then help us, Christ, our Hopc in loss! 
Thou hast redeem'd us by Thy cross 
From endless death and misery; 
We praise, we bless, we worship Thee ! 

ffiiGbÄSL töaiss. * 
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[ iveeping at the grave we stand 
And sow the seed in tears, 
he forni of him who in our band 
Ün earth no more appears. 
\h no, for he hath salely come 

Where we too would attain ; 
He dvvells within our Father's home. 
And death to him was gain. 

Now he beholds what we believe, 

He has what here we want, 
The sins no more his soul can grieve 

That here the pilgrim haunt; 
The Lord hath clalm'd him for His own. 

And sent him calm release ; 
We weep, but it is we alone, 

He dwells in perfect peace. 

He wears the crown of life on high; 

He bears the shining palm, 
Where angels " Holy, holy," cry, 

He joins their glorious psalm. 
But we poor pilgrims joumey on 

Through this dark land of woe, 
Until we go where he is gone, 

And all his joy shall know. 
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iriM will gather in His own 
To the place where He is gone. 
Where their heart and treasure lie, 
Where our life is hid on high. 



Day by day the voice Kiith, " Come, 
Enter thlne eternal home ;" 
Asking not if we can spare 
This dear soul it summons there. 



Had He ask'd us, well we know 
We should cry, oh spare this blow ! 
Yes, wilh Streaming tears should pray, 
" Lord, we love him, let hini stay ! " 

But the Lord doth nought amiss ; 
And since He hath order'd this, 
We have nought to do but still 
Rest in silence on His will. 

Many a heart no longer here, 
Ah! was all too inly dear; 
Vet, O Love, 'lis Thou dost call, 
Thou wilt be our AU in all. 
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I ^UUy^ Love may weep 

wtth breaking heart, 

There comes, O Christ, a 

il}^ Day of Thine, 

There is a Moming Star must shine, 

And all these shadows shall deparL 

Tliough Faith may droop and trem- 
ble here, 
Tliat Day of light shall surely 

His path has led him safely 
home; 
Wlien Iwiiight breaks the dawn is 
near. 

'I'liough Hope seem now to have 

And Death seem king of all 

below, 
There yet shall come the Mom- 

ing-glow. 
And «ake our slumberers once 

again. 
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fifJ^Si.^ Shepherd, Thou hast stWVd 
Thy little lamb's long weeping ; 
Ah how peaceful, pale, and mild, 
In its narrow bed 'tis skeping. 
And no sigh of anguish sore 
Heaves that little bosom more. 

In this world of care and pain, 

Lord, Thou wouldst no longer leave it, 

To the sunny heavenly piain 

Dost Thou now with joy receive it, 

Clothed in robes of spotless white, 

Now it dwells with Thee in lighL 

Ah Lord Jesus, grant that we 

Where it lives may soon he living, 

And the lovely pastiires see 
That its heavenly food are giving, 

Then the gain of dealh we proie 

Though Thou take what most we love. 
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[IJUri mine, yes, still thou art mine 
Wlio teils me ihou art lostl 
it yet ihou art not mine alone: 
I oHn that He who cross'd 
My hopes, hath greatest right in thee; 
Yea, ihough He ask and Uke frora me 
Thee, O my son, my heart's delight, 
My wish, my thought, by day and night. 



Ah might I wish, ah might I choose, 
Then ihou, my Star, shouldst live. 
And gladty for thy sake I'd lose 

All ehe that life can give. 
Oh f:iiii I'd say : Abide with me, 
'flie sunshine of my house to be, 
No other joy but this I crave, 
l o lovc thee, darling, lo my grave ! 



Thus saith my heart, and means it well, 

God meaneth better still ; 
My love is more than words can teil, 

His love is greater still ; 
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I am a father, He the Head 




• 

: 

: 

• 
• 


And Crown of fathers, whence is shed 




: 

• 
• 
• 
■ 
• 


The life and love from which have sprung 


1 


• 
• 
• 
• 

: 

• 
• 


All blessed des in old and young. 




• 
• 

• 

t 

• 
• 


I long for thee, my son, my own, 




« 

• 
• 
« 


And He who once hath given, 




• 

• 
• 


Will have thee now beside His throne, 




: 

• 
m 
• 
• 


To live with Him in heaven. 




• 
« 

: 

: 
: 


I cry, Alas ! my light, my child ! 




! 


But God hath welcome on him smiled 




• 

: 

• 


And Said : " My child, I keep thee near, 


: 


• 
• 

• 
• 

• 
• 


For there is nought but gladness here." 




: 

1 
1 


Oh blessed word, oh deep decree, 


1 




More holy than we think ! 


' 




With God no grief or woe can be, 






No bitter cup to drink, 




1 


No sickening hopes, no want or care, 




■ 


No hurt can ever reach him there; 




■ 


Yes, in that Father's shelter'd home 






I know that sorrow cannot come. 






We pass our nights in wakeful thought 


1 


, 


For our dear children's sake; 






All day our anxious toil hath sought 






How best for them to make 


i 




A future safe from care or need, 


1 




Yet seldom do our schemes succeed ; 






How rarely does their future prove 






What we had plann'd for those we love ! 
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How many a child of promise bright 

Ere now hath gone astray, 
By ill example taught to slight 
And quit Christas holy way. 
Oh fearfui the reward is then, 
The wrath of God, the scom of men ! 
I The bitterest tears by mortal shed 

i Are his who moums a child misled. 



j But now I need not fear for thee, 



: 



t 



And See his heavenlv smile. 



Where thou art, all is well ; i 

For thou thy Fathef s Face dost see, 

With Jesus thou dost dwell ! 
Yes, cloudless joys around him shine, 
i His heart shall never ache like mine, 

He sees the radiant armies glow 
That keep and guide us here below : 

He hears their singing evennore, 

His little voice too sings, 
He drinks of ^isdom deepest lore. 

He speaks of secret things, 
That we can never see or know 
Howe'er we seek or strive below, 
WTiile yet amid the mists we stand 
That veil this dark and tearfiil land. 



I Oh that I could but watch afar, 

j And hearken but awhile, 

To that sweet song that hath no jar, | 
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As he doth praise the holy God, 
Who made him pure for that abode I 
In tears of joy füll well I know 
This burden'd heart would overfiow. 

And I should sayt Stay there, my son, 
My wild laments are o'er, 

well for thee that thou hast won, 
I call thee back no more; 

But come, thou fiety chaHot, come, 
And bear me swiflly to that home, 
Where he with many a loved one dwells, 
And evennore of gladness teils I 

Then be it as my Father wills, 

I will not weep for thee ; 
Thou livest, joy thy spirit fills. 

Pure sunshine thou dost see, 
The sunshine of eteraal rest : 
Abide, my child, where thou art blest ; 

1 with OUT friends «iU onwaid fare, 
And, when God wills, shall find thee there, 
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Jesus Christ, in Thee alone 
Mj- hope on earth I place ; 
For other comforter is none, 

Nor help save in Thy grace. 
There is no man nor creature here, 
No angel in the heavenly sphere, 
\\ ho at my need can succour me ; 

I cry to Thee, 
For Thou canst end my miseiy. 



My sin is very sore and great, 

I moum beneath its load ; 
Oh free me from this heavy weight 

Through Thy most precious blood ; 
And with Thy Father for me plead 
Thal Thou hast suffer'd in my stead, 
The bürden ihen from me is roH'd ; 
, Lord, I lay hold 

On Thy dear promises of old. 
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j And of Thy grace on me bestow 

I Tnie Christian faith, Ö Lord, 

• 

1 That all the sweetness I may know 

I That in Thy cross is stored, 

» 

i Love Thee o*er earthly pride or pelf, 

j And love my neighbour as myself; 

I And when at last is come my end, 

I Be Thou my Friend, 

I From all assaults my soul defend. 



(ilory to God in highest heaven, 

The Father of all love ; 
To his dear Son, for sinners given 

Whose grace we daily prove ; 
To God the Holy Ghost we cry, | 

That we may find His comfort nigh, 
And learn how, free from sin and fear, 

To please Hirn here, 
And serve Hirn in the sinless sphere. 

I. SGbRaasmG. 
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T* ^iO C{ t t"y Lord and God, 
"****' • How heavy is my load, 
My sins are great and weigh me to the ground ; 
The yoke doth sorely press, 
And yeC in my distress 
Through all the world no helper can be found. 

And fled I in my fear 

Far, far away from here, 
To earih's remotest end — Thou still wert there. 

My anguish and my pain 

Would yet wiih me remain ; 
I coutd not flee away from my despair. 
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Tis Thou canst help alone, 

I cast me at Thy throne, 
Reject me not, though I deserve it, Lord ; 

Ah think of all Thy Son 

For me, for me, hath done, 
Nor let me feel Thy sharp avenging sword. 

And if it must be so, 

That punishment and woe 
Must follow sin, then let me bear it here; 

Low at Thy feet I bow. 

Oh let me suffer now, 
But spare me yonder, then in love appear. 

Lord, forget my sin. 
And deign to put within 

A calm obedient heart, a patient mind, 
That I may murmur not, 
Though bitter seem my lot, 

For hearts unthankful can no blessing find. 

Do Thou, O Lord, with me 

As seemeth best to Thee, 
For Thou wilt strengthen me to bear the rod ; 

For this alone I pray. 

Oh cast me not away, 
For ever fi"om Thy grace, Thou pitying God. 

Nay, that Thou wilt not do, 

1 know Thy word is true, 

My faith can rest in quiet hope on Thee ; 
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The death of Christ, I know, 
Hath freed me from ray woe, 
And open'd heaven to sinners and to me. 

Lord Jesus, where Thou art 

All doubt and dread depart, 
My refuge is the cross where Thou wast slain, 

Where Thou, Lord, for our sake 

Didst all our griefs partake, 
And die our comfort and our grace to gain. 

Here at ray Saviour's side, 

Here let me still abide, 
Then death may come, but little he destroys ; 

Though soul and body part, 

I live where Thou, Lord, art, 
My sins wiped out amid etemal joys. 

All praise to God alone, 

Who Claims me for His own, 
Through Christ my Lord ; oh let me trust Him then, 

And lean in füllest faith 

On what my Saviour saith. 
He who believeth shall be saved ; 

Amen. 




1604. &3mh 1627. 







.^— H> 



143 



ft 



••• — •■>■■■■■— ——»»M—s— 






V 



Im (Jre 




Ii]Lüiij^l) Bä|fri?ll 




, pifßing paliioQF> hear 

Draw Thou near mc, 
Tum Thee, Lord, in grace to me ; 
For Thou knowest all my sorrow, 

Night and morrow 
Doth my cry go up lo Thee. 



me, 



I^st in darkness, girt with dangers. 

Round me strangers, 
Through an alien land I roam, 
Outward trials, bitter losses. 

Inward crosses, 
Lord, Thou know'st have sought me home. 

See the fetters that have bound me, 

Snares Surround me, 
Free the captive, hear my call ; 

Ah from sin my soul I never 

i 

|q Can deliver, 

; I am weak and helpless all. 

i 

, Though the tempter's wiles and cunning 

I I am shunning, 

Yet they vex and wound me sore ; 

Oft I waver, oft I languish, 

\^ Fiird with anguish, 

Strength and rest are mine no more. 
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Peace I cannot find, oh take me, 

Lord, and make me 
From the yoke of evil free ; 
Calm this longing never-sleeping, 

Still my weeping, 
Grant me hope once more in Thee. 

Sin of courage hath bereft me 

And hath left me 
Scarce a spark of faith or hope ; 
Bitter tears my heart oft sheddeth, 

As it dreadeth 
I am past Thy mercy's scope. j 



: 



Lord, wilt Thou be wroth for everl j 

Oh deliver 

Me from all I most deserved ; 
i * Tis Thyself, dear Lord, hast sought me, 

j Thou hast taught me 

j Thee to seek from whom I swerved. 

i 

j Thou, my God and King, hast known nie, 

j Yet hast sho^vn me 

True and loving is Thy will ; 

Though my heart from Thee oft ranges, 
Through its changes, 

Lord, Thy love is faithful still. 



I 



I Satan watches to betray me, | 

i He would slay me, | 

I Quicken Thou my faith and powers ; 1 
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I.et me, though Thy face Thou*rt hiding, 

Still confiding, 
Look to Thee in darkest hours. 

i 

I Bless my trials thus to sever 

Me for ever 

From the love of seif and sin : 

' I 

Let me through them see Thee clearer, | 

i Find Thee nearer, i 

I Grow more like to Thee within. 5 

I 

In the patience that Thou lendest j 

All Thou sendest 
I embrace, I will be still ; 
Bend this stubbom heart, I pray Thee, 

To obey Thee, 
Calmly waiting on Thy will. 

Here I bring my will, oh take it, 

Thine, Lord, make it, 
Calm this troubled heart of mine ; 
In Thy strength I too may conquer, 

Wait no longer, 
Show in me Thy grace Divine. 

t;e;RSt;e;e;ae;n. 
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fLt f^P^O j, Lord of Majesly ! 
O glorious King, etemal Son ! 
In niercy bend Thou down to me, 
As now I cast me at Thy throne. 

.la\'ed to vanity, and weak, 
1 allen power in me hath sway, 
Kirength is gone, howe'er I seek 
cannot break my bonds away. 

■ oft my heart against my will 
tom and tossing to and fro ; 
as I would, fullil 
he good that yet I love and know. 

How many ties oppress and bind 
The souI that yeameth to be free ; 

nistracted, vanquish'd, oft the mind 
That fain would rest at peace in Thec. 

I practise me in selfcontrol, 
\el rest and caim in vain pursue ; 

Self-will is rooted in my soul, 

And thwarts me still, whate'er I do. 

I liate it, but its life is strong, 

I fear, yet cannot it forsake ; 
Ah I.ord, how long it seems, how long, 

Until Thy grace my yokc shall break ! 
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Ah Jesus, when, when, will Thou lead 1 

The prisoner from this drear abode \ 
When shall I feel that I am freed, 

And Thou art with me, Son of God l 

Oh take this heart, that I would give 

For ever to be all Thine own ; 
I to myself no more would live ; 

Come, Lord, be Thou my King alonc. 

Yes, take my heart, and in it rulo, 

Direct it as it plcases Thee ; 
I will be silent in Thy school, 



! And leam whate'er Thou teachest me. 

i 



I What lives by life that is not Thine, 

I yield it to Thy righteous doom ; 
What yet resists Thy power Divine, 
Oh let Thy fire of love consume. 

And then within the heart abide, 
That Thou hast cleansed to be Thy throne ; 

A look from Thee shall be my guide, 
I watch but tili Thy will is known. 

Yes, make me Thine, — though I am weak, 
Thy Service makes us strong and free; 

My Lord and King, Thy face I seek, 
For ever kcep me true to Thee. 

1731 



m •••••««•••••• 




148 



^ 




^ill ^FgipiF,* 



^W&t Thou faithful God, 
Ihou Fountain ever flowing, 
Withoul Whom nothing is, 
All perfect gifts bestowing ; 
A pure and healthy frame 
Oh give me, and wiihin 
A consciencc free from blanie, 
A soul unhurt by sin, 

And grant me, Lord, to do, 
With ready heart and willing, 

Whate'er Thou shalt com man d, 
My calling here fullilling, 
And do it when I ought, 
) With alt my strength, and btess 

The work I ihus have wrought, 
For Thou must give s 



And let me promise nought 
But I can keep it truly, 

Abstain from idle words, 
And guard my lips still duly; 
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i And let me be with all i 

i i 

j In peace and friendship living, | 

j As far as Christians may; 

i And if Thou aught art giving 

• 

j Of wealth and honours fair, 

I Oh this refuse me not, 

I That nought be mingled there 

Of goods unjustly got. 



And if a longer life | 

Be here on earth decreed me, ! 

And Thou through many a strife 1 

To age at last wilt lead me, 

Thy patience in me shed, 

Avert all sin and shame, 

And crown my hoary head 

With pure untarnish*d fame. 



«4 



And grant, when in my place j ! 

I must and ought to speak, | \ 

My words due power and grace, 

Nor let me wound the weak. 



If dangers gather round, 
Still keep me calm and fearless ; 
j Help me to bear the cross 

1 When life is dark and cheerless ; 

i To overcome my foe 

i With words and actions kind ; j 

1 When counsel I would know, • 

i Good counsel let me find. l 
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Let nothing that may chance, 
Me from my Saviour sever; 

And dying with Him, take 
I My soul to Thee for ever ; 

i And let my body have 

I A little Space to sleep 

1 Beside my fathers' grave, 

j And friends that o'er it weep. 
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SHALL BB FUT OUT. 
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And when the Day is come, 
And all the dead are waking, 

Oh reach me down Thy hand, 

Thyself my slumbers breaking ; 

Then let me hear Thy voice, | 

And change this earthly frame, j 

And bid me aye rejoice | 

With those who love Thy name. j 

« 
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tfuu Who breakcst every chain, 

Tliou Who still art ever near, 
Thou with VVhom disgrace and pain 

Tum to joy and heaven e'en here ; 
Let Thy further judgments fall 

On the Adam streng wiihin, 
Till Thy grace hath freed us all 

From the prison-house of sin. 

"Tis Thy Father's will toward us, 

Tliou shouldst end Thy work at length; 
Heiice in Thee are centred thus 
* I * Perfeci wisdom, love, and strength, 

ffly ^^ That Thou none shouldst lose of those 
AS noC Whom He gave Thee, though they roam 

OP GRI3 'Wilder'd here amid their foes, 
QBORLD. 

Thou shouldst bring them safely home. 



Ah Thou wilt, Thou canst not cease, 

Till Thy perfect work be done ; 
In Thy hands we lie at peace, 

Knowing all Thy love hath won, 
Though the world may bÜndly dreatn 

We are captives poor and base, 
And the cross's yoke may deem 

Sign of meanness and disgrace. 
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I Ere yet comes our parting day; 

But our spirit clings to Thee, 



t 



Ours the fault it is, we own, 
We are slaves to seif and sloth, 

Yet oh leave us not alone 
In the living death we loathe ; 



Look upon our bonds, and see 

How doth all creation groan j 

'Neath the yoke of vanity, 

Make Thy füll redemption known ; 
Still we wrestle, cry, and pray, 
Held in bitter bondage fast, 
j Though the soul would break away 

I Into higher things at last. 

9 

I Lord, we do not ask for rest 

s 

For the flesh, we only pray 
Thou wouldst do as seems Thee best, 



: 



1 Will not, dare not, let Thee go, 

I Until Thou have set her free 

X 

I From the bonds that cause her woe. 



1 Conqueror, conquer ; Ruler, reign ; 

I King, assert Thy sovereign right, 

I Till no slavery more remain I 

i Spread the kingdom of Thy might ! 

j Lead the captives freely out, 

j Through the covenant of Thy blood, 

1 From our dark remorse and doubt, 

j For Thou willest but our good. 
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Crush'd beneath our burden's weight, 

Crying al Ihy feet we fall, i 

Point the path, though steep and straight, 

Thou didst open once for all. | 

: 

Ah how dearly were we bought : 

Not to serve the world er sin : | 

By the work that Thou hast wrought | 

Must Thou make us pure within, — | 

Wholly pure and free, in us | 
Be Thine image now restored : 

Fill'd from out Thy fulness thus 1 

I Grace for grace is on us pour'd. | 

Draw US to Thy cross, O Love, I 

Crucify with Thee whate'er j 

Cannot dwell with Thee above, 

Lcad US to those regions fair ; 
Courage ! long the time may seem, 

Yet His day is Coming fast ; 
We shall be like theni that dream 

When our freedom dawns at last. 
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my sorely-tempted heart! 
Break through thy woes, forget their smart ; 
Come forth and on Thy Bridegroom gaze, 
The Lamb of God, the Fount of grace ; 

Here is thy place ! 



His arms are open, thither flee ! 
There rest and peace are waiting thee, 
The deathless crown of righleousness, 
The entrance to etemal bliss ; 

He gives thee this ! 

Then combat well, of nought afraid, 
For thus His follower thou art made ; 
Each battle teaches thee to fight, 
Each foe to be a braver knight, 

Arm'd with His might. 

If storms of fierce temptation rise, 
Unmoved TU face the frowning skies ; 
If but the heart is true indeed, 
Christ will be with me in my need, — 

His own could bleed. 

I flee away to Thy dear cross, 
For hope is there for every loss, 
Healing for every wound and woe, 
There all the strength of love I know 

And feel its glow. 
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Before the Holy One I fall, 
The Eternal Sacrifice for all ; 
His death has freed us from our load, 
Peace on the anguish'd soul bestow'd, 

Brought US to Gcwl. 

How then should I go mouming onl 
I look to Thee, — my fears are gone, 
VVith Thce is rest that cannot cease, 
For Thou hast wrought us füll release, 

And made our peace. 

Thy Word hath still its glorious powers, 
The noblest chivalry is ours ; 

Thou, for whom to die is gain, 

1 bring Thee here my all, oh deign 

To accept and reign ! 
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JUOlD thank we all our God, 

W'itli hean and liands and voices, 
\V'ho ttondrous ihings haih done, 
In Wliom His world rejoices ; 
Who from our mothers' arms 

Halli bless'd us on our way 
With countless gifis of love, 
And sUll is oure to-day. 

Oh may this bounteous God 
'l'hrough all our life be near us, 

With ever joyful hearts 
And bifssed peace lo cheer us ; 
And keep us in His grace. 

And guide us when perplex'd, 
And free us from all ills 
In this world and the nexL 

All praise and thanks to God 
The Falher, now be given, 

The Son, and Hirn who reigns 
With thcni in highest heaven, 
The One eternal God, [adore, 

Whom earth and heaven 
For thus it was. is now. 
And shall be evermore ! 

^ fflRBcin BinGi^ÄBt;. 
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jjj YtTl praise and ihanks to God most 
|[MXX -phe Falher of all Love ! [^^^' 
The God who doelh wondrously, 
The God who from above 

My soul with riebest solace fills, 
The God who every sorrow stilis ; 
Givc to our God the glory! 

The hosts of heaven Thy praises teil, 
All thrones bow down to Thee, 

And all who in Thy shadow dwell. 
In earth and air and sea, 

Ueclare and laud their Maker's might, 

Whose wisdom Orders all things right ; 
Give lo our God the glory ! 

And for the creatures He hath made 

Our God shall well provide; 
His grace shall be their constant aid, 

Their guard on every side ; 
His kingdom ye nuy surely trust, 
There all is equal, all is just ; 
Give to our God the glory ! 

I sought Him in my hour of need; 

Lord God, now hear my prayer! 
For death He gave me life indeed. 

And comforl for despair ; 
For this my thanks shall endless be, 
Oh thank Him, thank Him too with me, 
Give to our God the glory ! 
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j The Lord is never far away, 

i Nor sunder"«! from His flock ; 

• 

j He is their refuge and their stay, 

I Their peace, their trust, their rock, 

j And with a mother*s watchful love 

He guides them wheresoe*er they rove : 
Give to our God the glory ! 

And when earth cannot comfort more, 

Nor earthly help avail, 
The Maker comes Himself, whose störe 

Of blessing cannot fail, 
And bends on them a Father's eyes 
j Whom earth all rest and hope denies : 

Give to our God the glory ! 




Ah then tili life hath reach*d its bound, 

My God, ril worship Thee, 
The chorus of Thy praise shall sound 

Far over land and sea : 
Oh, soul and body, now rejoice; 
My heart, send forth a gladsome voice : 
Give to our God the glory! 

All ye who name Christas holy Name, 

Give to our God the glory ! 
Ye who the Father*s power proclaim, 

Give to our God the glory ! 
All idols under foot be trod, 
The Lord is God ! The Lord is God ! 
Give to our God the glory! 

I. I. BGliÜZh 
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> heaven and earth, and sea and air, 
Their Maker's glory all declare ; 
And thou, my soul, awake and sing, 
To Hirn thy praises also bring. 

Through Hirn the glorious Source of Day 
Drives all the clouds of night away ; 
The pomp of stars, the moon's soft light, 
Praise Hirn through all the silent night. 

Behold, how He hath everywhere 
Made earth so wondrous rieh and fair ; 
The forest dark, the fniitful land, 
All living things do show His hand. 

Behold, how through the boundless sky 
The happy birds all swiftly fly; 
And fire and wind and storm are still 
The ready servants of His will. 

Behold the water's ceaseless flow, 
For ever circling to and fro ; 
The mighty sea, the bubbling well, 
Alike their Maker's glory teil. 

My God, how wondrously dost Thou 
Unfold Thyself to us e*en now! 
Oh grave it deeply on my heart 
What I am, Lord, and what Thou art ! 

lOÄGI^Iffi RSÄHDaR. 1679. 
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^l/TSfxN so oft in deep distress 
\Mt4iQ^K ^j^j bitter grief must dwell, 
Will now my God with gladness bless, 

And all His mercies teil ; 
Oh hear me then, my God and Kin^f, 
While of Thy Holy Name I «.ing, 

Who doest all things well. 



Our fathers who are now no more 
Have praised Thee in their day, 

They taught their children oft of yore 
The wonders of Thy way ; 

Our children shall not rest, and still 

They shall not all the measure fill, 
Nor all exhaust the lay. 

To Thee how many thankful songs 

Have gone up ere my days, 
And yet to me a part belongs 

In that great hymn of praise; 
I too must teil Thy wondrous might, 
And praise Thy covenant just and right, 

And Thine all-conquering grace. 
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And many a pious heart shall leam 
The songs I make to Thee ; 

Far o'er the stars that yonder burn 
Shall rise our harmony; 

Thy Majesty, Thy mighty Hand 

Shall be reveal'd to every land, 
And all Thy goodness see ! 

For who is gracious, Lord, as Thoii ? 

Who hath so much forgiven ? 
Who still to US would pitying bow 

Who thus with grace have striven? 
For lost in sins the whole world lies, 
Her ceaseless crimes would scale the skies. 

And cry aloud to heaven. 

Yes, it must be a faithful heart 
That thus can love us still, 

Who oft reject the better part. 
And thankless choose the ill ; 

But God can be nought eise but good. 

And therefore doth His mercies' flood 
All things with blessing fill. 



For this the works that Thou hast made 

Do thank Thee and rejoice, 
Thy saints shall bless Thee for Thine aid, 

And make Thy ways their choice, 
And teil abroad from hour to hour 
Thy glorious rule, Thy kingdom's power, 

With far-resounding voice. 
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Yes, they shall praise it, tili its fame 
Through all the world shall ring, 

And all men learn to know Thy name 
And gifts and service bring; 

Eteraal is Thy glorious throne, 

Thy rule is like Thyself alone, 
O just, Etemal King! 



t 




And yet in death or pain or loss, 

The Lord is with us all, 
Lightens the pressure of the cross, 

Upholds US when we fall; 
He Sterns the swelling tide of woes, 
And when we sink beneath its blows 

He comes, ere yet we call. 

All eyes do wait on Thee, O Lord, 

Who keepest us from dearth, 
Who scatterest rieh supplies abroad 

For all the wants of earth ; 
Thou openest oft Thy bounteous hand, 
And all in sea and air and land 

Are fill'd with food and mirth. 

Thy thoughts are good, and Thou art kind 

E'en when we think it not ; 
How many an anxious faithless mind 

Sits grieving o*er its lot, 
And frets and pines by day and night, 
As God had lost it out of sight, 

And all its wants forgot! 
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Ah no ! God ne'er forgets His own, 

His heart is far too true, 
He ever seeks their good alone, 

His love is daily new; 
And though thou deem that things go ill, 
I Yet He, in all He doeth, still 

Is holy, just, and true. 
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I The Lord to them is ever nigh | 

Who truly keep His word, 
Whene'er in faith to Hirn they cry 

Their prayer is surely heard ; 
He knoweth well who love Hirn well, 
His love shall yet their clouds dispel, 

And grant the hope deferr'd. 

To those who love Hirn He denies 

No good thing that they seek; 
He sees their sorrow, counts their sighs, 

And hearkens when they speak, 
And surely frees them from their woes ; 
But those who hate them He o'erthrows, 

And makes their boasting weak. : 

• 

: 
: 

Yet this is but a little part j 

Of what I fain would sing; 
But daily shall my voice and heart 

New thanks and praises bring; 
Oh help me all that live and move, 
Help me to speak His faithful love, 

And praise our glorious King. 

PRaii GSRI^ÄROG. 
1606-1676. 
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ffllGfjGy SPIBIt;! Source whence all things 
O gbrious Majesty of perfect Light ! [spning ! 
Hath ever worthy praise to Thee been sung, 
Or mortal heart endured lo meel Thy sight ) 
If they who sin have never known 
Must veil their faces ai Thy throne, 
Oh how shatl I, who am but sin and dust, 
Approach untrerabiing to the Pure and Justi 



The voice of conscience in the soul hath shown 

Some far-off glimpses of Thy holiness, 
And yet more clearly hast Thou made it known 
In Thy dear word that teils us of Thy grace ; 
But with all-glorious light divine 
In His face we behold it shine, 
The sinless One, who this dark earth has trod 
To win through sorrow sinners back to God. 

The brightness of Thy glory was the Son; 

Thy law engraven on His heart He wore, 
And on His forehead that all clearly shone 

That Aaron's forehead but in shadow bore;* 



* Exodus X 



i. 36-38. 
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And even to death did He obey 
To take the guilt of sin away ; 
And made a curse for man, and dying thus, 
He won the power of holiness for us. 

Now niay Thine image in us shine anew 

In holy righteousness and innocence ; 
Now, strengthen'd by Thy Son, a service true 
Thy people render, pure from all offence; 
But all their light is only dim, 
A shadow'd broken light from Him, 
Who that we might be holy bore our load. 
In Whom we dare to meet the Holy God. 

I. I. 
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y^^r^ Thee is gladness 

JB^ Amid all sadness, 

Jesus, Sunshine of my heart! 
By Thee are given 
The gifts of heaven, 

Thou the true Redeemer ait! 
Our souls Thou wakest, 
Our bonds Thou breakest, 
Who tnists Thee surely 
Hath built securely. 
He sunds for ever : 
Hallelujah. 

Our heaits are pining 
To see Thy shining, 
Dying or living 
To Thee are cleaving, 
Nought can us sever; 

Hallelujah. 
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If He is ours, 
We fear no powers 
Of earth or Satan, sin or death ! 
He sees and blesses 
In worst distresses, 
He can change them with a breath! 
Wherefore the story 
Teil of His glory 
With heart and voices; 
All heaven rejoices 
In Him for ever; 

Hallelujah. 
We triumph o*er sadness, 
We sing in our gladness, 
We love Thee, we praise Thee, 
And yonder shall raise Thee, 
Glad hymns for ever; 

Hallelujah. 

I. 
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lath resoundcd, • 
; q( joy and Peace ! 
And murder's reign is bounded. 
And spcar and sword ai last may rease. 
Arise, take tlown thy lyre, 

My couniry, and once niore 
Uplift in full-toned choir 
Thy hai)py songs of yore ; 
Oh raise ihy heart lo Ood and say : 

Thy covenanls, l.ord, endure, 
Thy mercies do noi pass a«ay, 
Thy promises are sure. 



• H'rif/m at Ihe {lose of ihr Thirty Vea. 
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I For nothing do we merit, i 

1 I 

I But fiery wrath and sharpest rod, | 

I A race of froward si)irit, 

j Whose shameless sins still mock our God : 

I And He indeed hath sent us 

Füll many a bitter stroke, 
And yet, do we repent us, 
Or learn to bear His yokel 
Nay, as we were so still we are, 

But God abideth true, 
His help shall still the noise of war, 
The captives* bonds undo. 

O welcome day, that brought us 
This precious noble gift of Pcace ! 

For war hath deeply taught us 1 

What sorrows come where she doth cease; 

In her our God now layeth 1 

All hope, all happiness ; 

Who woundeth her, or slayeth, 
Doth, like a madman, press 
The arrovv to his ovm heart's core. 

And quench with impious hand 
The golden torch of Peace once more, 

That glads at last our land. 

This ye could teach us only, 
So dull and hard these hearts of ours, i j 

Ye homes, now stripp'd and lonely, | 

Ye wasted cities, ruin'd towers; j 

Ye fields once fairly blooming, j 

With golden harvests graced, 
Where forests now are glooming, 
Or spreads a dreary waste; 
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j Ye graves, with corpses piled, where lies j 

I Füll many a hero brave, I 

j Whose like no more shall meet our eyes, 

I Who died, yet could not save. 



1 



O man, with bitter mouming 
Remember now the bygone years, 

When thou hast met God*s warning | 

I With careless scoff, not contrite tears; 

Yet, like a loving Father, 

He lays aside His wrath, 
And seeks with kindness rather 
To Iure thee to His path; 
He tries if love may yet constrain 

The heart that hath withstood 
His rod, — oh let Hirn not in vain 
Now strive with thee lor good 1 

Thou careless world, awaken ! 
Awake, awake, all ye that sleep, 

Ere yet ye be o'ertaken 
With ruin sudden, swift, and deep ! 

But he who knows Christ liveth, 
May hope and fear no ill, 

The Peace that now He giveth 
Hath deeper meaning still, 
For He will surely teach us this : 

"The end is nigh at hand, 
When ye in perfect rest and peace 

Before your God shall stand." 

1648. 
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$ 1It;i'> IS 3 liviny l'ower from lieaveii, 
Ihat gra-iiis the promise (Jotl haih given, 
A trust that cannot Iw o'ertliroivn, 
Fix'd hcanily on Christ alone. 

Kaith fimls in Christ whate'er we neeil 
To savc or strengthen us indeed. 
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Receives the grace He sends us down, 
And makes us share His cross and crown. 

Faith in the conscience workelh peace, 
And bids the mourner*s weeping cease ; 
Hy Faith the children's place >ve claim, 
And give all honour to One Name. 

Faith feels the Spiritus kindling breath 
In love and hope that conquer death ; 
Faith worketh hourly joy in God, 
And trusts and blesses e'en the rod. 

We thank Thee then, O God of heaven, 
That Thou to us this faith hast given 
In Jesus Christ Thy Son, Who is 
Our only Fount and Source of bliss ; 

And from His fulness grant each soul 
The rightful faith*s true end and goal, 
The blessedness no foes destroy, 
Eternal love and light and joy. 
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kecpeth not 

God's Word, yet saiüi, 

I kiiow the Lord, is wrong ; 

In him is not that blessed 

faith 
Through which the truth is 

strong ; 
But he wtio hears and keeps 

the Word, 
Is not of this world, bul of 

Cod. 

The faith His word halb 
caused to shine 
AViU kindle love in thee ; 
More wouldst thou Atiojc of 
things divine, 
Decper thy /ove must be ; 
■l-*+ SaaSG Gl-jOa b^Oro Tme faith not only gives 
PÄICb, mBOUGlitltÖIGIiIiIS thee Üght, 

mOBFS, ABT WORKS tÖÄS Bm strength to love and 
PÄICh. WRXJS PaBPaGG?^« do the right. 

+ lai. it. 23. + 



ilF-*-- 



-^1 





•«••«••••••••••••■••••••••■•■««c«««. 



For he doth please the Father well 

Who simply can obey; 
In him the love of God doth dwell 

Who steadfast keeps His way; 
A daily active life of love, 
Such fruits a living faith must prove. 

He is in God, and God in him, 
AVho still abides in love ; 

Tis love that makes the Cherubim 
Obey and praise above ; 

For God is love, the loveless heart 

Hath in His life and joy no part 

G. p. caLLaRC. 
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Jesus hath wash*d away our sin, 
I And we are children now; 

i AVho feels such hope as this within, i 



i 



To evil cannot bow; 
Rather with Christ all scom endure, j 

So we be like our Master pure 1 1 
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' I^IJOtÖ in WliOTii I put my irust, 

r whal slandeth fast, 
When all things here dissolve like dust 
Or smoke before ihe blast : 
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I know what still endures, howe'er 
I All eise may quake and fall, 

When lies the prüde nt men ensnare, 
And drearas the wise enthral. 

It IS the Dayspring from on high, 

The adämantine Rock, 
Whence never storm can make me fly, 

That fears no earthquake's shock ; 
My Jesus Christ, my sure Defence, 

My Saviour, and my Light, 
That shines within, and scatters thence 

Dark phantoms of the night : 

i 

j Who once was bome, betray'd and slain, 

At evening to the grave; 
\Vhom God awoke, Who rose again, 

A Conqueror strong to save ; 
Who pardons all my sin, Who sends 

His Spirit pure and mild ; 
Whose grace my every step befriends, 

Who ne'er forgets His child ! 

Therefore I know in WTiom I trust, 

I know what standeth fast, 
When all things form'd of earthly dust 

Are whirling in the blast; 
The terrors of the final foe 

Can rob me not of this, 
And this shall crown me once, I know, 

With never-fading bliss. 

S. 0). ÄRRDC. 
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*t all my heart is fix'd on Thec, 
I (iMy Tlicc, be iiol far from me, 
With grucc anil love divine. 
lliL- wliulf nuii; ttorld deliglUs me not, 
Ol" lionvcii or cjrtli, ].ord, ask I DOt, 

ir only Thoii art mine ; 
Ami [hoin;h my hcart he like to break, 
Tliim an my trust ihat nouglit can shake, 
My iiorlio», aiiii my hidden joy, 
^\■h^)Sl■ cross rou1d all my bonds destroy ; 

l.ord Jesus Christ ! 
My Co-l and I.ord ! My Go.1 and I^rd ! 
l'.irs,ikf me not ivlio Irust Thy word I 

kill) are Thy gifts: 'T«as God that gave 
It.idy am) soul. and all I havc 

In lliis |H->or lifo I live ; 
'riiiil I may use ihem to lliy praise, 
Aivl man's inie well\ire all my days, 

Thy trnice. 1 |'ray Thee, givc ; 
Fwm all false dcwlrine keep mc, Ix)rd ; 
All lies and maliie from me ward; 



^ 



w-^ 



.«^ 

1 

In every cross uphold Thou me, 
I That I niay bear it patiently ; 

Lord Jesus Christ ! j 

My God and Lord ! My God and Lord ! { 

• 

In death Thy comfort still afford. I 

i 

Ah Lord, let Thy dear angels come 

At my last end to bear me home 

To Paradise for aye ; 
And in its narrow Chamber keep 
My body safe in painless sleep 

Until Thy Judgraent Day; 
And then from death awaken me, 
That these mine eyes with joy may see, 
O Son of God, Thy glorious face, 
My Saviour, and my Fount of Grace 1 

Lord Jesus Christ! 
Receive my prayer, receive my prayer, 
Thy love for ever TU declare. 
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t last 1 end ihe Etrire, 
t To my God I give my lifc 
Wholly, with a steadfast mind; 
ISin, I will not hearken more, 
p\\'orld, I tum from thee, 'tis o'er, 
Not a look ru cast behind. 

^f« Hath my heart been wavering long, 
Have I dallied oft with wrong, 

Now at last I firmly say : 
lll my will to ihis I give, 
Only to my God to iive, 
And to serve Hirn night and day. 
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Lord, I offer at Thy feet 

All I have most dear and sweet, 

Lo ! I keep no secret hoard : 
Try niy heart, and lurks there aught 
P'alse within its inmost ihought, 

Take it hence this moment, Lord ! 

I will shun no toil or woe, 
Where Thou leadest I will go, 

Be my pathway piain or rough ; 
If but every hour may be 
Spent in work that pleases Thee, 

Ah, dear Lord, it is enough ! 

One thing will I seek alone, 
Nothing outward shall be known, 

Sought, or toil'd for, raore by rae; 
Strange to earth and all her care, 
Well content with pilgrira*s fare, 

Shall my life be hid in Thee. 

Thee I raake my choice alone, 
Make for ever, Lord, Thine own 

All my powers of soul and mind ; 
Here I give rayseif away, 
Let the covenant stand for aye 

That my hand to-day hath sign'd. 

GecRSGececGecn. 
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^\\ hlffl ttould make the prize his own, 
I . ^^^ Runs as swiftly as he can ; 
Wliu ivoulil gain an earthly crown, 

Strivos in eamest as a man ; 
Trains himself l)etimes with care 
For the conflicc he would share, 
Casts aside whate'er couki be 
Hindrance to His victory. 



Lord, Thou biddest me aspirc 

To a prize so high, so grand, 
Tliat it scls my soul on fire 

To be found amidst Tliy band : 
Oh how brightly shineth down 
From Thy heights the starry crown 
And the throne to victors given, 
Who foc Thee have bravely striven ! 



Yet it secms I strive in vain ; 

Lord, in pily look on nie, 
Thou my weakness must susiain, 

Set me now from all things free 
That would keep me from my goal ; 
Come, Thyself jirepare my soul, 
Give me joy and slrength and life, 
Help me in the race, the sirire. 



Well cur Ulmost efforts worth 

Is the crown I see afar, 
Though the blinded sons of earth 

Care not for our holy war ; 
An exceeding great reward 
Is ihat crown of grace, my Lord ; 
Be Thyself my Strength divine, 
And the prize shall soon be mine. 
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.1^ XJ dearest Lord ! to feel 
(ij that Thou art near 
Brings deepest peace, and 

hushes every fear ; 
To see Thy smile, lo hear 

Thy gracious voice, 
Makes soul and body inwardly 
rejoice 
With praise and thanks. 

We cannot see as yet Thy 

glorious face, 
Not yet our eyes behold its 

love and grace, 
But Thee our inmost soul can 

surely feel; 
Oll clearly, Lord, canst Thou 

Thy seif reveal, 

Though all unseen ! 

Oh well for him who ever 

day and night 
Still only seeks to feed on 

Thee aright ! 
In him a well of joy for ever 

Springs, 
And all day long his heart is 

glad and sings: 

Who is like Thee] 
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i For Thou dost love to meet us as a Friend, 

1 Our comfort, healing, hope, and joy to send ; 

i Patient to pity and to calm our woe, 
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And daily to forgive us all we owe, 

Of Thy rieh grace. 



Or though we weep soon bid our tears to cease, 
And make us feel how strong Thy love and peace ; 
And let the soul see Thee within, and leam 
I Froni need and love alike to Thee to tum 

i 

I With ceaseless gaze. 

■ 
» 

j A warm and loving heart, a childlike mind, 

1 Through every change mayst Thou within us find ; 

: The comfort of Thy holy sorrows keep 

j Our hearts at rest, in peace most calm and deep, 

• 

1 In joy or woe ! 

■ 

j So shall we all, until Thy heaven we see, 

j Like children evermore be glad in Thee, 

I Though many a tinie the sudden tear may Start, — 

i If only Thou wilt touch the throbbing heart 

« 

i And still its pain ! 

[ Thou reachest down to us Thy wounded band. 

And at Thy cross, dear Lord, ashamed we stand, 
Reraembering all Thy truth through weal and woe, 
Until our eyes with tears must overflow 

Of thanks and praise. 

GI^RISGIÄR 

GReCGOR. 
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%fjl9Ll!f behold me, as I cast me 
At Thy throne, O glorious King ! 

Tears fast thronging, childlike longing, 
Son of Man, to Thee I bring. 

Let nie find Thee — let me find Thee ! 
Me a poor and worthless thing. 

Look upon me, Lord, I pray Thee, 

Let Thy Spirit dwell in mine ; 
Thou hast sought me, Thou hast bought me, 

Only Thee to know I pine ; 
Let me find Thee — let me find Thee ! 

Take my heart and grant me Thine. 

Nought I ask for, nought I strive for, 
But Thy grace so rieh and free, 

That Thou givest whom Thou lovest. 
And who truly cleave to Thee ; 

Let me find Thee — let me find Thee ! 
He hath all things who hath Thee. 

Karthly treasure, mirth and pleasure, 
Glorious name, or riebest hoard, 

Are but weary, void and dreary, 
To the heart that longs for God ; 

Let me find Thee— let me find Thee ! 
I am ready, mighty Lord. 

IOäGI^IO) ReCÄfiDSR. 

1679. 
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a. * 



yes, upward to thy g 
Kise, my heatt, and soul, and nitnd ! 
isl, oh cast away thy sadness, 
Rise where thou ihy Ix)rd cansl find. 

He is ihy home, 
And thy hfe alone is He ; 
Hath the wodd no place for ihee, 

Wiih Him is room, 

On, siill onwaid, mounling nigher 
Oll ihe wings of faith to Him .' 
On, still onward, ever higher, 
Till ihe moumful earih grows dim ! 
God is tliy Rock; 
Christ thy Champion cannot fail thee, 
Howsoe'er thy foes nssail thee, 
Fear not their shock. 



Firm, yes firmly, ever cleaving 

Unto Christ the strong and true, 
All, yes all, to God still leaving, 
For His love is daily new, 
Be steadfast here ; 
Soon thy foes shali be o'erthrown, 
Since He wills thy good alone, 
Be of good cheer. 
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Hide thee, in His charnber hide thee, j 

Christ hath open'd now the door : | 

Teil Hirn all that doth betide thee, | 

All thy sorrows there outpour; i 

He hears thy cry; j 

Men may hate thee and deceive thee, j 

But He cannot, will not leave thee, j 

i 

He still is nigh. i 



High, oh high, o'er all things earthy, 

Raise thy thoughts, my soul, to heaven ; 
One alone of thee is worthy. 
All thou hast to Hirn be given ; 
Thy Lord He is 
Who so truly pleads to have thee, 
Who in love hath died to save thee ; 
Then thou art His. 

Up then, upwards ! seek thou only 

For the things that are above; | 

Sin thou batest, earth is lonely, 

Rise to Hirn whora thou dost love, — 

There art thou blest: 1 

All things here must change and die, j 

Only with our Lx)rd on high | 

Is perfect rest. 
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•pIIiGBIffl here I wander, 

» On eartli have no abode, 

My fatherland is yondcr, 

My home is with my God. 

For here 1 joiimey to and fro, 

There in eternal rest 
Will God His gracious gift bestow 
On all the toil-oppress'd. 



For what hath life been giving, 
From youth up tili this day, 
But consiant toil and striving t 
Far back as ihoiight can stray, 
How many a day of toil and care, 
How many a night of tears, 
'*'Hath pass'd in grief that none could share, 
In lonely anxious fears ! 



How many a storm hath lighten'd 

And thunder'd round my path ! 

And winds and rains have frighten'd 

My heart with fiercest wrath : 

And cruel envy, hatred, scorn, 

Ua\e darkenVi oft my lot. 
And patiently reproach l've borne, 
Though I deserved it not. 
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The lodging is loo cheerless, 

The sorrow is too much ; 
Ah come, niy heart is fearless, 
I Release it with Thy touch, 
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I Then through ihis life of dangers 

I onward take my way; 
But in this land of strangers 

I do not think to stay, j 

Still forward on the road I fare j 

That leads nie to my home, 
My Father's comfort waits me there, 
VVhen I have overcome. 



Ah yes, my home is yonder, 

Where all the angelic bands 
Praise Hirn with awe and wonder, 
In whose Almighty hands 
All things that are and shall be, lie, 

By Him upholden still, | 

Who casteth down and lifts on high j 

At His most holy will 



That home have I desired, j 

'Tis there I would be gonej 
Till I am well-nigh tired, 

O'er earth l've journey'd on ; 
The longer here I roam, I find 

The less of real joy 
That e'er could please or fill my mind, 
For all hath some alloy. 
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I \Vhen Thy heart wills, and make an end 

i 

t 

I 

I And with Thine arm and strength defend, 



Of all this pilgrimage, 



UTien foes against me rage. 



1 Where now my spirit stayeth 

I Is not her true abode, 

This earthly house decayeth, 
And she will drop its load, 
When comes the hour to leave benealh 

What now I use and have ; 
And when Tve yielded iip my breath 
Earth gives me but a grave. 

I But Thou, my Joy and Gladness, 

I O Thou, my Life and Light, 

Wilt raise me from this sadness, 
This long tempestuous night, 
Into the perfect gladsome day, 
Where bathed in joy divine, 
Among Thy saints, and bright as they, 
I too shall ever shine. 

There shall I dwell for ever, 

Not as a guest alone, 
With those who cease there never 
To worship at Thy Throne ; 
There in my heritage I rest, 
From baser things set free, 
And join the chorus of the blest 
For ever, Lord, to Thee ! 

PÄÜL GeCRI^RRDt;. 

1606-1676. 
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j the pearly gates unfold, 
' O Thou Joy of highest heaven, 
VtKi ere earth was made, of old 

l.iglit of light for light wast given ! 
n, l.ord, and quickly come. 
Bring the bride Thou hast betroth'd, 
In 'l'hine own pure radiance clotlied, 
Safe to Thine etemal homi;, 
U'here no more the night of sin 
Spreads its fear and gloom within. 

All my spirit thirsts to See, 

Ixird, Thy face unveil'd and bright ; 
And to stand from sin set free, 

Spotless Lamb, amld Thy light 
But I leave it, — Thou dost well, 

And my heaven is here and now, 

Daystar of my soul, if Thou 
Will but deign in me to dwell ; 
For wiihout Thee could there be 
Joy in heaven itself for mcl 

Bliss from Thee my soul hath won, 

Spite of darkly threat'ning Ül ; 
And my heart calls Thee its Sun, 

And the sea of care grows still 
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1 In the shining of Thy smile; 

For Thy love's all-quickening ray 
I Chases night and pain away, 

That my heart grows light the while; 
j Heavenly joys in Thee are mine, 

Far from Thee I moum and pine. 
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Graft me into Thee for ever, 
Tree of Life, that I niay grow 

Strenger heavenward, drooping never 
I For the sharpest storms that blow, 

1 Hearing fruits of faith and tnith ; 

I Then transplant me out of time 

I Into that etemal clime 1 

I Where I shall renew my youth, | 

i When earth's wither'd leaves shall bloom 5 

I Fresh in beauty from the tomb. i 
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Life, to whom as to my Head f 

I unite me, through my soul | 

Now Thy quickening life-stream shed, | 

And Thy love's warm current roll, | 

Freshening all with strength and grace; | 

Be Thou mine, I am Thine own, I 

Here and ever Thine alone, | 

All my hope in Thee I place ; I 

Heaven and earth are nought to me, | 

Save, O Life of life, with Thee ! | 
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;^^ftnn I my fate no more withstand, 
t *^ Nor 'scape the hand 

That for my faith wouM grievc me ; 
. Tliis is my strcngth, that well I know 
In weal or woe 
(iotl's loie the world must leave rae : 
(Jod is not far, though hidden now, 
IIc soon shall rise and malte them bow 
W'ho of His Word bereave me. 

Judge as ye will roy cause this hour, 
Vours is the power, 
God bids me slrive no longer; 
1 know wliat mightiest secms to-day 
Shall pass away, 
Time than your rule is stronger. 
The Etcmal Good I rather clioose. 
And fearless all for this I lose; 
God help me thus to conquer! 

All has its <lay, the proverb saith ; 
This is my faith, 
Thou, Christ, wilt be beside me. 
And look on all this pain of mine 
As wcre it Thine, 
Wlien sharpest wo'es beeide me ; 
Must I then tread this path — 1 yield; 
\\'orld, as thou wilt, God is my shield, 
And He will rightly guide me! 

CiiMposED probably in 1516, when she was compelled to flee from Buda 

on accoiint of her ailhctcncc to ilie Refurmcd Doctrine, afler the Baltle 

of Muhici ; in which her husiKinti and the llower of the Ilungarian oobility 

feil in dcfending their counCry agoinit the Turki. 
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Front the Dark Times 
oj the Ihirly Ycari Wur. 
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M> Thou bright and Moming Slar, 
Now she<] Thy light abroad ; 
\ Sliine on us from Thy tbrone afar 
In this dark place, dear Lord, 
With Thy pure glorious »ord. 
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Jesus, Comfort of the poor, 

I lift my heart to Thee, 

1 know Thy mercies still endure 

And Thou wilt pity me ; 
I trust alone to Thee. 

I cannot rest, I may not sleep, 

No joy or peace I know, 
My soul is tom with anguish deep 

And fears a deeper woe ; 

O Christ, Thy pity show ! 

For Thou didst suflfer for my soul, 

Her burdens to remove; 
Oh make me through Thy sorrows whole, 

Refresh me with Thy love ; 

Lord, help me from above. 

Then, Jesus, glory, honour, praise, 

1*11 ever sing to Thee ; 
Increase my faith that Thou wilt raise 

Me once where I shall see 

Etemal joys with Thee! 

ÄROR. 
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?;Sn in the hour of utmost need 
\\e know not where to look Tor aid, 
When days and nights of anxious thought 
Nor help nor counsel yet have brought : 



Then this our comfott is alone, 
That we may meet before Thy throne, 
And cry, O failhful God, to Thee 
For rescue from ouT misery : 

To Thee may raise our hearts and eyes, 
Repenting sore with bitter sighs, 
And seek Thy pardon for our sin, 
And respite from our griefs within : 

For Thou hast promised graciously 
To hear all those who cry to Thee, 
Through Hirn whose Name alone is great, 
Our Saviour and our Advocatc. 



And thus we come, O God, to-day, 
And all our woes before Thee lay, 
For tried, forsaken, lo ! we stand, 
Perils and foes on eveiy band. 



Ah hide not for our sins Thy fece, 
Absolve US through Thy boundless 
Be with US in our anguish still, LB'™*^*i 
Free us at last from every ill. 



That so with all cur hearts we may 
Once more our gtad thanksgivings pay. 
And walk obedient to Thy word, 
And now and ever praise the Lord. 
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ÄICFjPaL God ! O pitying Heart, 
1 Whose goodness hath no end ; 
I know this cross with all its smart 

Thy band alone doth send ! 
Yes, Lord, I know it is Thy love, 
Not wrath or hatred bids me prove 
The load 'neath which I bend. 

Twas ever wont with Thee, my God, 

To chasten oft a son ; 
He whom Thou lovest feels Thy rod, 

Tears flow ere joy is won ; 
Thou leadest us through darkest pain 
Back to ihe joyous light again ; 

Thus ever hast Thou done. 

For e'en the Son Thou most dost love 

Here trod the path of woe; 
Ere He might reach His throne above 

He bore the cross below: 
Through anguish, scom, and poverty, 
Through bitterest death He pass'd, that we 

The bliss of heaven might know. 
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And if the pure and sinless One 
Could thus to sorrow bow, 

Shall I who so much ill have done 
Resist the cross ! O Thou 

In whom doth perfect patience shine, 

Whoe'er would fain be counted Thine 
Must wear Thy likeness now. 

Yet, Father, each fresh aching heart 
j Will question in its woe, 

If Thou canst send such bitter smart 

And yet no anger know? 
How long the hours beneath the cross ! 
How hard to learn that love and loss 

From one sole Fountain flow! 



i 





"^— B^ 



I But what I cannot, Thou true Good, 

• 

I Oh work Thyself in me ; 

j Nor ever let my trials' flood 

• 

! O'erwhelm my faith in Thee ; 

i Keep ms from every murmur, Lord, 

i And make me steadfast in Thy word, 
j My tower of refuge be ! 

If I am weak, Thy tender care 

Shall bid me fear no ill; 
With ceaseless cries and tears and prayer 

The long sad hours I'll fiU ; 
The heart that yet can hope and trust, 
And cry to Thee, though from the dust, 

Is all unconquer*d still ! 

fe— 0. >-4* 
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O Thou who diedst to give us life, 

Füll well to Thee is known 
The cross, and all the inner strife 

Of those who weep alone, 
And 'neath their bürden well-nigh faint; 
The aching heart's unspoken plaint 

Finds echo in Thine own. 

Ah Christ, do Thou within me speak, 

For Thou canst comfort best ; 
The tower and stronghold of the weak, 

The weary wanderer's rest, 
Our shadow in the noon-day hours, 
And when the tempest round us lowers, 

Our shelter safe and blest ! 

O Holy Spirit, sent of God, 

In whom all gladness lies, 
Refresh my soul, lift off her load, 

From Thee all sadness flies; 
Thou know'st the glories yet to come, 
The joy, the solace, of that home, 

Where we shall one day rise. 

There in Thy presence we shall see 

Glories beyond our ken ; 
The cross known here to none but Thee 

Shall tum to gladness then ; 
There smiles for all our tears are given, 
And for our woes the joys of heaven ; 

Lord, I believe ! Amen ! 

PÄÜL GaRr^ÄRDG. 

1606 — 1676. 
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'j my days are dark indeed, 
How oft ihis aching heait must bleed, 
The nanow way, how fitl'd with pain 
1 hat i must pass ere heaven I gain ! 
How hard to teach this fiesh and blood 
To seek alone the Etemal Good! 

Ah whither now for comfort tum 1 
For Thee, my Jesus, do I yearn, 
In Thee have 1, howe'er distrest, 
Found ever counsel, aid, and rest ; 
I cannoC all forsaken be 
While still my heart can Intst in Thee. 

Jesus, my only God and Lord, 
What sweelness in Thy name is stored ! 
So dark and hopeless is no grief 
But Thy sweei Name can bring relief, 
So keen no sorrows' rankhng dart 
Hut Thy sweet Name can heal my heart 

The world can show no tnith Üke Thine, 
Anil therefore will I not repine ; 
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I know Thou wilt forsake me not, 
Thy truth is fix'd, though dark my lot; 
Thou art my Shepherd, and Thy sheep 
From every real härm Thou'lt keep. 

Jesus, my boast, my light, my joy, 
I The treasure nought can e'er destroy, 

j No words, no song that I can frame 

j Speak half the sweetness of Thy name ; 

They only all its power shall prove 
Whose hearts have leamt Thy faith and love. 

How many a time IVe sadly said, 
Far better were it I were dead, 
Far better ne*er the light to see, 
If I had not this joy in Thee ; 
For he who hath not Thee in faith, 
His very life is merely death. 

Jesus, my Bridegroom, and my crown, 

If Thou but smile, the world may frown. 

In Thee lie depths of joy untold, I 

Far richer than her riebest gold ; | 

Whene^er I do but think of Thee, | 

Thy de WS drop down and solace me ; I 



Whene*er I hope in Thee, my Friend, 

Thy comfort and Thy peace descend ; | 

AMiene'er in grief I pray and sing 

I feel new courage in me spring ; 
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Thy Spirit wJtnesses that ihis 
Is foretaste of the eternal bliss. 



Then while I live this life of care 
The cross for Thee I'll glaclly bear ; 
Grant me a patknt willing mood, 
I know that it shall work my good ; 
Help me to do my task aright, 
That it may stand before Thy sight. 

Let me this flesh and blood control, 
From sin and shame preserve my soul, 
And kcep me steadfast in the falth, 
Then I am Thine in life and death ; 
Jesus, Con soler, bend to me, 
Ah would I were e'en now with Thee ! 

GOriRRD flOISB.* 
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|T^f\ art thou thus cast down, my heart ? 
I^CcS \Vhy troubied, why dost moum apart, 
<!"er noughl but earthly wealtht 
l'rust in t1iy God, be not afraid, 

I thy Fn'end who all things made. 



Dost think thy prayers He doth not heed 1 
He knows füll well what thou dost need, 

And heaven and eanh are His ; 
My Falber and my God, who still 
Is with my souI in e\ery ill, 

Since Thou my God and Father art, 
,S I know Thy faithfui loving heart 
ll Will ne'er forget Thy child ; 

\ See I am poor, I am but dusl, 

On earth is none whom I can trust, 

The rieh man in his wealth confides, 
But in my God my trust abides ; 

Laugh as ye will, I hold 
This one thing fast that He hath taught, — 
Who tnists in God shall want for nought 

s probably cilhcr during ihe greal Faniine in Nurembnrg 
in 1552, or al the time ol the H'wffi in 1561. 
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Yes, Lord, Thou art as rieh to-day 
As Thou hast been and shalt be aye : 

i I rest on Thee alone ; 

j Thy riches to my soul be given, 

And *tis enough for carth and heaven. 

What here may shine I all resign, 
If the etemal crown be mine, 

That through Thy bitter death 
Thou gainedst, O Lord Christ, for me : 
For this, for this, I cry to Thee ! 



l 



All wealih, all glories, here below, 
Tiie best that this world can bestow, 

Silver or gold or lands, 
But for a little time is given, 
And helps us not to enter heaven. 

I thank Thee, Christ, Eternal Lord, 
That Thou hast taught me by Thy word 

To know this truth and Thee ; 
Oh grant me also steadfastness 
Thy heavenly kingdom not to miss. 

i Praise, honour, thanks, to Thee be brought, 

For all things in and for me wrought 
By Thy great mercy, Christ, 
j This one thing only still I pray, | 

I Oh cast me ne'er from Thee away. 

* 
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Itit things hang on our possessing 

God's free love and grace and blesstng, 
Though all earthly wealth depart; 
Ht who God for his hath taken, 
'Mid the changing world unshaken 
Keeps a free heroic heart. 



He who hitherto hath fed me, 
And to many a joy hath led me, 
Is and shall be ever mine ; 
He who did so gently s<:hool me. 
He who still doth guide and nile 



Will not leave n 



Shall I weary me with fretting 
O'er vain trifles, and regretting 

Things that never can remain I 
I will strive but that to win me 
'l'hat can shed tnie rest within me, 

Rest the world miist seek in 



1^ to pine. , 



When my heart with longlng sick- Well He knows how best to grant 



Hope again my courage quickens, 
For my wish shall be fulfiird, 

If it please His love most tender ; 

Life and soul I all surrender 

Unto Hirn on whom I build. 



AU the longing hopes that haunt me, 
AH tliings have their proper day ; 

I would dicEate to Hirn never, 

As God wüls so be it ever, 

When He wills, 1 will obey. 



]f on earth He bids me Hnger, 
He will guide me with His finger 

Through the years that now look dim ; 
All that earth has fleets and changes 
As a river onward mnges, 

Ijut I rest in peace on Hirn. 

ÄßOR. 
In a Nuremburg Hymn Book <•/ 167Ö. 
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I flOD, in Thee all fulness lies, 
1 ^ AH want in me, from Thee apart ; 
1 Thee my soul hath endless joys, 
In me is but an aching heart ; 
f/" Poor as the poorest here I pine, 

In Thee a heavenly kingdom's mine. 

Thou seest whatsoe'er I need, 
Thou seest it, and pitiest me ; 

Thy swift compassions hither speed, 
Ere yet my woes are told to Thee ; 

Thou hearest, Father, ere we cry, 

Shall I not still before Thee liel 

^ I leavg to Thee whate'er is mine, 
And in Thy will I calmly rest; 
I know that richest gifts are Thine, 
Thou canst and Thou wilt make me blest, 
"■^For Thou hast promised, and our Lord 
Will never break His promised word. 

Thou lov'st me, Father, with the love 
\Vherewith Thou lovedst Christ Thy Son, 

And so a brightness from above 

Still glads me though my tcars may run, 

For in Thy love I find and know 

What all ihe world could ne'er bestow. 



Then I can let the world go by. 
And yet be still and rest in Thee, 

I sit, I walk, I stand, I lie, 
Thou ever watchest over me. 

And when the yoke is pressing sore 

I think, my God lives evermore! KnOn. 
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puts His trust in God most just 

Hath built his house securely ; 
He who relies on Jesus Christ, 
Shall reach His heaven most surely : 
Ihen fix'd on Thee my tnist shall be, 

For Thy truth cannot alter ; fsniart 
\\ hile mine Thou art, not death's worst 
Shall make my courage falter. 

Though fiercest foes my course oppose, 

A dauntless front I'U show them ; 
My Champion Thou, Lord Christ, art now, 

Who soon shalt overthrow them ! 
And if bul Thee I have in me 

With Thy good gifts and Spirit, 
Nor death nor hell, I know füll well, 

Shall hurt me, throogh Thy merit 
. + . 

I rest me here without a fear, 

By Thee shall all be given 
Tliat I can need, O Friend indeed, 

For this life or for heaven. 
Oh make me true, my heart renew, 

My soul and flesh deliver ! 
Lord, hear my prayer, and in Thy care 
■ - ■ Keep me in peace for ever. 

PROFAÜLV by Juichim Magdeburj;, a Pastor who died in 1560 — 
a favourile llymii at dealhbcHii ; siid to be found In a Htained glau wJndow 
in Nonlbausun with thc date 1592, printed at lalesl 1598. 
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pleases God, O pious soul, 
Accept with joy, though ihunders roll 
And tempests Iower on every side, 
Thou knowest nought can thee betide 
But pleases God. 

llie best will is our Father's will, 
And we niay rest there calm and still, 
Oh maice it hour by hour thine own. 
And wish for nought but that alone 

Which pleases God. 

His though t is aye the wisest thought, 
How oft tnan's wisdom comes to nought, 
Mistake or weakness in it lurks, 
It brings forth il), and seldom worfcs 

What pleases God. 

His mind is aye the gentlest mind, 
His will and deeds are ever kind, 
He blesses when against us speaks 
The evil world, that rarcly seeks 

What pleases God. 

I ^- ^ I 




o 

[ 






His heart is aye the truest heart, 
He bids all grief and härm depart, 
Defending, shielding day and night 
The man who knows and loves aright 

What pleases God. 

He governs all things here below, 
In Hirn lie all our weal and woe, 
He bears the world within His hand, 
Antl so to US bear sea and land 

What pleases CJod. 

And o'er His little flock He yeams, 
And when to evil ways it turns, 
Tiie Father's rod oft smiteth sore, 
l'ntil it learns to do once more 

What pleases God. 

What most would profit us He knows, 
And ne'er denies aught good to those 
Who with their utmost strength pursue 
The right, and only care to do 

What pleases God. ! 

U this be so, then World, from me 
Keep if thou wilt, what pleases thee ; 
But thou, my soul, be well content 
With God and all ihings He hath sent ; 

As pleases God. 

And must thou suflfer here and there, 
Cling but the firmer to His care, 

j^ «^ 
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For all things are beiieach Hia sway, 
And musl in very trulh obey 

What i<Ieases God. 

Tnie faith will grasp His mercy fast, 
And hope bring patience al the last, 
Then both within thy heart enshrine, 
So shall the heritage be thine 

That pleases God. 

To thee for ever shall be given 
A kingdoni and a crown in heaven, 
And there shall be fulhird in thee, 
And thuu shalt tas'e and hear and $ee 
What pleases God. 
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Written für the comrort of a Sick Kriend, 

«hu sti it lo Musk, and on his recovery frequently cansed it to l>e 

»ing iKiCore his house by the School Choir. 



rP my God ordains is right, 
r just ; 
Howe'er He order now my cause 
gj^fJtr I tvill be still and trust. 
He is my God : 
Though dark my road, 
He halds me that I shall not fall, 
Wherefore to Him I leave it all. 




Whale'er my God ordains is right, 

He never will deceive ; 
He leads me by the proper path. 
And so to Him I cleave. 
And take content 
What He hath sent ; 
His band can tum my griefs away. 
And patiently I wait His day. 

AVhate'er my God ordains is right, 
He takeih thought for me, 

The Cup that my Physician givcs 
No poison'd draught can be. 
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But medicine due ; 

For God is true, 
And on diat changeless truth I build, 
And all my heart with hope is filFd. 
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j Whate'er my God ordains is right, 

I Though I the cup must drink 

j That bitter seems to my faint hearl, j 

I will not fear nor shrink; j 

Tears pass away | 

With dawn of day, 

Sweet comfort yet shall fiU my heart, 

And pain and sorrow all depart. 

Whate'er my God ordains is right, 

My Light, my Life is He, 
Who cannot will me aught but good, 
I trust Him utterly; 
For well I know, 
In joy or woe, 
I We once shall see as sunlight clear 

How faithful was our Guardian here. 



Whate'er my God ordains is right, 
Here will I take my stand; 
I Though sorrow, need, or death make earth 

j For me a desert land, 

My Father*s care 
Is round me there. 
He holds me that I shall not fall, 
And so to Him I leave it all. 

s. rodicäsg. 
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y^PTPIOTP should I grieve and pinel 
Is not Christ the Lord still minet 

Who can sever mc from Hiro ) 
Who can rob mc of the heaven 
'. • ^ \Vhich the Son of God hath given 
^ Unto faith though weak and dim 1 

Naked, helpless, was I born, 

VVhen my earÜest breath was drawn ; 

Naked mugt I wander forth, 
As a shadow flits away 
At the Coming of the day, 

Bearing nought with me from earUi. 

Soul and body, lifc and goods, 
Are not mine, are only God's, 

Given me by His loving will ; 
Would He take back aught of His, i 

Lct Hirn take it, not for this 

Shall my song of praise be still. 

Sendeth He some cross to bcar, 
Cometh sorrow, need, or care, 
Shall it all my peace destroy 1 
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He who sends can end il loo; 
Well He knows in season due, 
How to tum my griefs lo joy. 



I#. 



^ 



II 






••••••••••••« 



••• •■■•••>■•••• — •« ■••••• ••••••»• — —• •^ • • •••••••••• 



I 
I 

I 

i <> 




^ 



Many a day of happiness 

Hath He sent who loves to bless : 

Shall I not bear aught for God ? 
He is kind, we know that He 
Ne'er forsakes us utterly, 

Love lies hidden in His rod. 

\Vhat is there my foes can do, 
Though they be nor weak nor few, 

Save to scom and mock my woe? 
Jjet them laugh, and let them mock, 
God my Saviour and my Rock 

Soon shall all their schemes o'erthrow. 

With a glad and fearless mien 
Should a Christian man be seen, 

Wheresoe'er be cast his lot; 
Yea, though death seem close at hand, 
Calm and quiet let him stand, 

And his spirit tremble not. 

Him no death has power to kill, 
But from many a dreaded ill 

Bears his spirit safe away : 
Shuts the door of bitter woes, 
Opens yon bright path that glows 

With the light of perfect day. 

There in deepest joy my heart 
Shall be heal'd from all the smart 

Of the wounds that pierced it here ; 
Here can no true good be found, 
Seeming goods that here abound 

In a moment disappear. 
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Wealth that this world can command, 
Is it aught but barren sand, 

Bringing cares and troubles sore I 
There, there are the gifts unpriced 
Where my Shepherd Jesus Christ 

Shall refresh me evermore. 

Fount of Joy, my Lord Divine, 
Thine I am, and Thou art mine, 

Nought can part my soul from Thee; 
I am Thine, for Thou didst give 
Once Thy life Ihat I might live, 

Dearly didst Thou purchase me. 

Thou art mine, because my heart 
Ne'er will let Thee more depart, 

Clings to Thee her joy, her light ; 
Bring me, bring me to that place 
Where, enclasped in Thine embrace, 

Love at last is blest wiih sight. 

PRUh CaRhÄBDG. 
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3I€!(QS it in my anguish lone, 
As ihough God forsook His own, 
\'el I hold Ulis knowledge fast^ 
('.od will surely help at last 



Though anhile it be delay'd, 
He denieth not His aid ; 
Though it come not oft with speed, 
It will surely come at need. 

As a father not too soon 
Grants his child the long'd-for boon, 
So our God gives whcn He will ; 
Waii His leisure and be slill. 

I can rest in thoughts of Him, 
When all courage eise grows dira, 
For 1 know my soul shall prove 
His is more than father's love. 



Would the powers of ill affright, 
I can smile at all their might; 
Or the cross be pressing sore, 
God, my God, livcs evennore I 

Man may hate me causelessly, 
Man may plot to min me, 
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Foes my heart may pierce and rend; 
God in heaven is still my Friend. 

Earth may all her gifts deny, 
Safe my treasure still on high ; 
And if heaven at last bc mine, 
AU things eise I can resign. 

I renounce thee willingly, 
World, I hate what pleases thee ; 
Baneful every gift of thine, 
Only be my God still mine. 

Ah Lord, if büt Thee I have 
Nought of other good I crave, 
Bright is cven death's dark road, 
If but Thou art there, my God. 

G. GIGIÜS. * 
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tl^nOtl) my en<l must surely come, 
But know not when or where or how, 
It may be I shall hear my doom 

Tonight, to-moiTow, nay or now 
Ere yet the preseni hour is fled, 
Ihis living body may be dead. 

Lord Jesus, let me daily die, 

And at ihe last Thy presence give, 

Then Death his utmost power may try, 
He can but make me truly live, 

Then welcome my last hour shall be, 

When, where, and how it pleases Thee. 
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pXt' knows how near my enct may bei 

'J'imc speeds away, and Death comes on ; 
How swiftly, ah ! how suddenly, 
' May Death be here, and Life be gone! 
My God, for Jesu's sake, I pray, 
Thy jieace may biess my dying day. 

Tlie World that smiled when mom was come 
Miy change for me ere dose of eve; 

So long 33 earth is still my home 
In peril of my death I live ; 

My God, for Jesu's sake, I pray, 

Thy peace may bless my dying day. 

Teach me to ponder oft my end, 
And ere the hour of death appears, 

To cast my soul on Christ her Friend, 
Nor spare repentant cries and tears ; 

My God, for Jesu's sake, I pray, 

Thy peace may bless my dying day. 

u'riltcn on occasion of the !>udden deaih of Duke Geoige 
of Saxe -Eisenach, while hunting. 
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And tet me now so order all, 

That ever ready I may be 
To say with joy, whate'er befall, 

Lord, do Thou as Thou wilt with me; 
My God, for Jesu's sake, I pray, 
Thy peace may bless my dying day. 

Lct heaven to me be ever sweet. 

And this world bitter tet me find, 
That I, 'mid all its totl and heat, 

May keep etemity in mind ; 
My God, for Jesu's sake, I pray, 
Thy peace may bless my dying day, 

Father, cover all my sins 
With Jesu's merils, who alone 

The pardon that I covet wins, 

And makes His long-sought rest my own ; 
My God, for Jesu's sake, I pray, 
Thy peace may bless my dying day. 

His sorrows and His cross I know 

Make death-beds soft, and light the grave, 

They comfort in the hour of woe, 
They give me all I fain would have ; 

My God, for Jesu's sake, I pray, 

Thy peace may bless my dying day. 

From Hirn can nought my sout divide, 
Nor life nor death can part us now ; 

1 lay my band upon His siele, 
And say, My Lord and God art Thou ; 

My God, for Jesu's sake, I pray, 
Thy peace may bless my dying day. 

^ _ ^; 
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In holy baptism long ago, 

I join'd me to the living Vine, 
Thou lovest me in Him, I know, 

In Him Thou dost accept me Thine ; 
My God, for Jesu*s sake, I pray, 
Thy peace may bless my dying day. 

And I have eaten of His flesh 

And drunk His blood, — nor can I be 

Forsaken now, nor doubt afresh, 
I am in Him and He in me ; 

My God, for Jesu's sake, I pray, 

Thy peace may bless my dying day. 

Then death may come or tarry yet, 
I know in Christ I perish not. 

He never will His own forget, 
1 He gives me robes without a spot ; 

I My God, for Jesu*s sake, I pray, 

Thy peace may bless my dying day. 
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I And thus I live in God at peace, 
I And die without a thought of fear, 

I Content to take what God decrees, 
I For through His Son my faith is clear, 

j His grace shall be in death my stay, 

i And peace shall bless my dying day. 



! 



I €ca)iLiÄ laLiÄDÄ, 

Countess of Schwarzburg Rudolstadt 

f 

1686. 
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0!RLD, farewelll 

Of Ihee Fm tired, 
Now toward heaven 
my way 1 take ; 
Tlierij is peace the long-desired, 

Lofty calm that nought can break ; 
World, wiih thee is war and strife, 
Thou with cheating hopes art rife, 
But in heaven is no alloy, 
Only peace and love and joy. 

When I reach that home of gladness, 

I shall feel no more this load, 
Feel no sickness, want, or sadness, 

Resting in the arms of God. 
In the World woes follow fast. 
And a bitter death comes last, 
liut in heaven shalt nought destroy 
Rndlcss peace and love and joy. 

VMiat are earthly joys ) a weaiy 
Chase of mist, or wind-bome foani ! 

On this desert black and dreaiy 
Sins and vices have their home ; 
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Thine, O World, are war and strife, 
Mocking pleasures, dying life; 
But in heaven is no annoy, 
Only peace and love and joy. 

Oh the music and the singing 

Of the host redeem'd by love ! 
Oh the hallelujahs ringing 

Through the halls of light above ! 
Thine, O World, the scomful sneer, 
Misery thy reward, and fear; 
But in heaven is no annoy, 
Only peace and love and joy. 

Here is nought but care and mouming; 

Comes a joy, it will not stay ; 
Fairly shines the sun at dawning, 

Night will soon o*ercloud the day; 
World, with thee we weep and pine, 
Gnawing care and grief are thine ; 
But in heaven is no alloy, 
Only peace and love and joy. 

I Onwards then ! not long I wander, 

Ere my Saviour comes for me, 
And with Hirn abiding yonder 

All His glory I shall see ; 
For there's nought but sorrow here, 
Toil and pain and niany a fear, 
But in heaven is no annoy, 
Only peace and love and joy. 
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Well for him whom death has landed 

Safely on yon blessed shore, 
Where in joyful worship banded. 

Sing thc faithful evermore ; 
For the world hath strife and war, 

All her works and hopes they mar, \ 

But in heaven is no annoy, 
Only peace and love and joy. 

Time, thou speedest on but slowly, 

Hours, how tardy is your pace, 
Ere ^^ith Him the High and Holy 

I hold converse face to face; 
World, with partings thou art rife, 
Fiird with tears and storms and strife; 
But in heaven can nought destroy 
Endless peace and love and joy. 

Therefore will I now prepare me, 

That my work may stand His doom. 
And when all is sinking round me, 

I may hear not " Go "—but " Come ! " 
World, the voice of grief is here, 
Outward seeming, care, and fear, 
But in heaven is no alloy, 
Only peace and love and joy l 

I. G. ÄliBIRUS. 
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cause is God's, and I am still, 
Lei Him do with me as He will ; 

U'hether for me the fight is won, 
Or scaice begun, 

I ask no more — His will be done ! 

My sins are more than I can bear, 
Yet not for this will I despair, 
I know to death and to the grave 

The Falher gave 
His dearest Son, that He might save. 



_ In Him my Saviour I abJde, 
1 know for all my sins He died. 
And, risen again to work my good, 
The burning fiood [bloo^l. 

}^ Hath quench'd with His most precious 

To Him I live and die alone, 

Death cannot pait Him frora His own; 

Living or dying I am His 

Who only is 
Our comfort, and our gate of bliss. 
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This is my solace, day by day, 
\Vhen snares and death beset my way, 
I know that at the mom of doom 

From out the tomb 
With joy to meet Him I shall come. 
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Then I shall see God face to face, 
I doubt it not, throagh Jesu*s grace, 
Amid the joys prepared for me ! 

Thanks be to Thee 
Who givest us the victory ! 

O Jesus Christ, Thou Son of God, 
Who once for me didst bear the rod, 
Ah hide me in Thy wounded heart 

When I depart; 
My help, my hope, Thou only art ! 

Amen, dear God ! now send us faith. 
And at the last a happy death ; 
And grant us all ere long to be 

In heaven with Thee, 
To praise Thee there etemally. 

I. PÄPPas. 
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my God, I cry to Thee, 
In my distress Thou helpest me ; 
To Thee myself I all commend, 
Oh swiftly now Thine angel send 
To guide me home, and cheer my heart, 
Since Thou dost call me to depart ! 

O Jesu Christ, Thou Lamb of God, 
Once slain to take away our load, 
Now let Thy cross, Thine agony, 
Avail to save and solace me ; 
Thy death to open heaven, and thcre 
Bid me the joy of angels share. 

O Holy Spirit, at the end, 
Sweet Comforter, be Thou my Friend ! 
When death and hell assail me sore, 
Leave me, oh leave me, nevermore, 
But bear me safely through that strife, 
As Thou hast promised, into life ! 

RIGI^OIiÄS 

saLRecGi^eR. 
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Jesus Christ, my Life, my Light, 
My strength by day, my trust by night, 
On earlh Fm but a passing guest, 
^'^And sorely with my sins oppress'd. 



I 
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Far off I see my fatherland, 

Where through Thy grace I hope to stand, 

But ere I reach that Paradise 

A weary way before me lies. 

My heart sinks at the joumey*s length, 
My wasted flesh has little strength, 
Only my soul still cries in me, 
Lord, fetch me home, take me to Thee ! 

Oh let Thy sufferings give me power 
To meet the last and darkest hour; 
Thy prayer refresh and comfort me, 
Thy bonds and fetters set me free! 



That thirst and bitter draught of Thine 
Help me to bear with patience mine, 
Thy Piercing cry avail my soul, 
When floods of anguish o'er me roll ! 
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And when my lips grow white and chill, | 

Thy Spirit cry within me still, | 

And help my soul Thy heaven to find, 1 

When these poor eyes grow dark and blind ! j 

1 And when the spirit flies away, 

j Thy parting words shall be my stay, 

j Thy cross the staff whereon I lean, 

I My couch the grave where Thou hast been. | 

j Since Thou hast died, the Pure, the Just, 

I I take my homeward way in trust, 

j The gates of heaven, Lord, open wide, 

When here I may no more abide. 

And when the last great Day is come, 
And Thou our Judge shalt speak the doom, 
Let me with joy behold the light, ' 
And set me then upon Thy right. 



Renew this wasted flesh of mine, 
That like the sun it there may shine, 
Among the angels pure and bright, 
Yea, like Thyself in glorious light. 



Ah then I have my heart's desire, j 

W'hen singing with the angefe' choir, | 

Among the ransom*d of thy grace, j 

• 

For ever I behold Thy face ! 
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[Thy heaven, 
i#> now open Wide 
My parting hour is near ; 
I My course is nin, enough I've striven, 
Enough I've sufFer"«! here; 
Weary and sad 
My soul is glad 
That she may lay her down to resl ; 
Now all on earth I can resigti, 
But only let Thy heaven be mine. 

As Thou, Lord, hast commanded me, 

Have I with perfect faith 
Embraced my Saviour, and to Thee 
1 calmiy look in dealh ; 
Wilh Willi ng heart 
I hence depati, 
I hope to stand before Thy face : 
Yes, all on earth I can resign, 
If but Thy heaven al last be mine. 

Then let me go lilte Slmeon 

In peace with Thee to dwell, 
For I commend roe to Thy Son, 
And He will guard me well. 
And guide me straight 
To the golden gate ; 
And in this hope I calmiy die ; 
Yes, all on earth I can resign, 
If but Thy heaven may now be mine. 
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f now let Thy senant 
Pass in peace avvay ; 
I have had enough of life, 
Here I would not stay : 
Let me go, if such Thy will, 
With a heart at rest and still. 

Here, Lord, have I wrestled, 

Suffer'd many a woe, 
Fought as fearless warriors fight, 

Conquer'd many a foe, 
Kept the faith with them of old, 
Help'd to guard and warn Thy fold I 

Many an hour of sorrow, 

Many an anguish*d tear, 
Many a thomy path was mine 

With Thy people here; 
O'er my sins I've had to mourn, 
Many a cross and trial bome. 

All at last is ended, 

Fight and race are o'er, 
God will free me from all ills 

Now for evermore ; 
To a better life 1 go, 
Than this tcarful carth can show. 
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Peace shall I find yonder, 
And be free from sin, . 

No more strife and wars without, 
No more foes within, 

All around me shall be peace, 

And the joy that cannot cease. 



Where they bear the sceptre, 
There a crown for me 

Is laid up through Jesu*s grace, 
Bright that crown shall be : 

Deepest calm my soul shall fill, 

And this longing shall be still. 



My Redeemer liveth, 

He shall bid me rise 
From the gloomy realm of death, 

There all sorrow lies, 
And I need not fear to wake, 
Since His voice my sleep shall break. 




He will change this body, 

Make it like His own, 
When the dead arise fi-om earth, 

When the tnimp is blown, 
I shall See Hirn face to face, 
Here my steadfast hope I place. 

Therefore of His mercy 

Ever will I sing. 
All my heart and soul to Him 

Praise and thanks shall bring; 
Praise Him now, and praise Him then, 
When the heavens shall cry, Amen ! 



DAVID Böi^coa. * 

1605- "^ -1657. 



^^..»»»«».»».»— .«»■■«»»»«.■»■.»«■»»«.»..«—«.■« — »—.«..«.»—»—.«—.—»»».■»■.»»».»..■—».—».«.».— —.»—.»»«»■.«■.«■■■■»■«»» " 



-c-^ 



234 



%- 



^ 



5l|iF (J|«|iii $tMm 




nmL * 



I^Sn now at last the hour is come, 

hat I have long'd for many a time, 
W'hen God with joy should call me home 
From this stränge land, this wintry clime ; 
Thy victim, Death, escapes no more, 
The hour draws on wtien I shall be 
From all the bonds of earth sei free, 
And life's long battle shall be o'er. 



To combat for His glory here 

The Father sent me forth; — and lo! 

The hour of victory draws near, 
And conquer'd now is every foe ; 

And I have bome me in the strife 
As tnie and fearless wamors ought, 
And bravely to the last have fought 

Through all the wars and woes of life. 



My cry, when rough the march and dark, 
Was, watch and strive tili thou hast won, 

Press forward fearless to the mark ! 
As now, thank God, at last I've done. 

Now it is o'er, I cannot miss; 
Through every danger to the death 
Tnie to my Lord Tve kept the faith, 

And freely risk'd all eise for this. 
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i It lacketh now a few short hours, 

I And I am in eternily ; 

j The wreath of fadeless heavenly flowers 

1 I Is twined already there for me, 

The crovvn is waiting for me there, 
Until the fight is whoUy fought, 
And all my soul is thither caught, 
Where shining palms the conquerors bear. 

Hut when that momirg shall appear, 

When our great Judge, the Son of God, 
Shall give to those who loved Him here 

Their gracious undeserved reward, 
Then in the glorious halls above, 

I too aniong that host shall stand, 

And take from His all-faithful band 
The crown of righteousness and love. 

Nor shall I yonder stand alone, 

I See the crown^d host appear, 
The mighty host before His throne, 

Who shine for ever pure and clear, 
The souls of those, who on their way 

Still hour by hour were longing here, 

With burning love and many a tear, 
To see the glories of His Day. 

BPanaiR. 
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thou city fair and high, 
' Woukl God, I were in thee ! 
j My longing heart fain fain to thee would fly, 
I stay wiih me ; 
Far over va!e and mountain, 

Far over field and piain, 
Ii hastes to seek ils Fountain 
And c|tiit this world of ]>ain. 



O ha]>])y &.\y, and ytt far hajipier hoiir, 

Wlien wiU thou rome at last ( 
\Vhen ftarless lo niy Father's love and |>ower, 

Whose promise standeih fast, 
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My soul I gladly render, 

For surely will His band 
Lead her with guidance tender, j 

To heaven her fatherland. I 



A moment's space, and gently, wondrously, | 

Released from earthly ties, 
The fiery chariot bears her up to thee 
Through all these lowcr skies, 
To yonder shining regions, 

While down to meet her come 
The blessed angel legions, 
And bid her welcome home. 

Oh hail thou glorious city ! now unfold 

The gates of grace to me ! 
How many a time I long*d for thee of old, 
Ere yet I was set free 

From yon dark life of sadness, 

Yon World of shadowy nought, 
And God had given the gladness, 
The heritage I sought. 

Oh what the nation, what the glorious host, 

Comes sweeping swiftly down? 
The chosen ones on earth who wrought the most, 
The Church's brightest crown, 
Cur Lord hath sent to meet me, 

As in the far-off years 
Their words oft came to greet me 
In yonder land of tears. 
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i The Patriarchs' and Prophets' noble train, 

j With all Christas followers true, 

I Who bore the cross, and could the worst disdain 

That tyrants dared to do, 
I see them shine for ever, 
All glorious as the sun, 
'Mid light that fadeth never, 
Their perfect freedom won. 



And when within that lovely Paradise 

At last I safely dwell, 
From out ray blissful soul what songs shall rise, 
VVhat joy my lips shall teil, 
While holy saints are singing 

Hosannas o'er and o'er, 
Pure Hallelujahs ringing 
I Around me evermore. 

Innuraerous choirs before the shining throne 

Their joyful antheras raise, 
Till Heaven's glad halls are echoing with the tone 
Of that great hymn of praise, 
And all its host rejoices, 

And all its blessed throng 
Unite their myriad voices 
In one etemal song ! 

I. (p. ffiaarpÄRt;. 
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fain my joyous heart would sing 

That lovely summer-time, 
\Vhen God reneweth everj-thing 

In His celestial prime ; fearth 

When He shall make new heavens and 

And all the creatures ihere 
Shall spring from out that second birth 

All-glorious, pure, and fair, 

The perfect beauty of that sphere 

No mortal tongue may speak, 
\Ve have no likeness for it here, 

Our words are far too weak; 
And we must wait tili we behold 

The hour of judgment tme, 
That lo the soul shall all unfold 

What God is, and can do. 



For God ere long will summon all 

Who once on earth were bom, 
This flesh shall hear the tnimpel's call 

And live again that morn, 
And when in Christ His Son we wake, 

These skies asunder roll, 
And all the bliss of heaven shall break 

Upon the raptured soul. 



#< 



►^ 



•i-Ü^RH OiaRJnHRKiTlJb . 

And He will lead the white-robed throng 
To His fair Paradise, 
I Where from the marriage-feast the song 

j Of endless praise shall rise, 

I And from His fathomless abyss 

Of perfect love and truth, 
Shall flow perpetual joy and bliss, 
In never-ending youth. 



5 



Ah God, now lead me of Thy love 

Through this dark world aright; 
Lord Christ, defend me lest I rove, 

Or lies delude ray sight; 
And keep me steadfast in the faith 
Till these dark days have ceased, 
1 And ready still in life or death 

i j For Thy great marriage-feast. 

i 

j And herewith will I end the song 

• 

i Of that fair summer-time ; 

• The blossoms shall burst out ere long 

j Of heaven's etemal prime, 

The year begin, for ever new; 
God grant us then on high 
To see our vision here made true, 
And eat the fruits of joy ! 

I. töÄiit;!^«». 




'557- 



Jf > ^ 



241 1 1 



a 


fe-- 


A 




3; 
1 

i 

1 




^^^^» 








ITJ^^Pj 


^ ^s^®'^^®' **"*^' ^°' "**" '' 








k^a^^KY^^El 


bJ P^M§ flyingi 


i 






LMIBj^lSMa 


ij^l^^ The watchmen on the heights 
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^^"^ are crying; 
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^ Awalce, Jenisalem, at last ! 
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Midnight heare the welcome voices. 
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And at the thrilling ety rejoices : 
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Come forth, ye virgins, night is past 1 
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The Bridegroom comes, awake, 
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Your lamps with gladness Uke; 
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Hallelujah 1 
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And for His marriage-feast prepare, 
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For ye must go to meet Him there. 
Zion hears the watchmen singin^ 
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And a!l her heart with joy is springing, 
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She wakes, she rises from her gloom ; 
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For her Lord comes down all-glorious. 
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The strong in grace, in truth vic- 
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torious. 
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Her Star is risen, her Light is come! 
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b Ah come. Thou blesred One, 
fl God's own Beloved Son, 
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IB Hallelujah ! 
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We follow tili the halls we see 

Where Thou hast bid us sup with Thee. 

Now let all the heavens adore Thee, 
And men and angels sing before Thee 

VVith harp and cymbal's clearest lone ; 
Of one pearl each shining portal, 
Where we are with the choir immortal 
Of angels round Thy dazzling throne ; 
Nor eye hath seen, nor ear 
Hath yet attain'd to hear 
AVhat there is ours, 
But we rejoice, and sing to Thee 
Our hymn of joy etemally. 

'i* PPjIIJIP niGOIiRI. 
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the Lord recalls the banish'd, 
Frees the captives all at last, 
Every sorrow will have vanish'd 

Like a dream when night is past ; 
Then sluU all our hearts rejoice. 
And with glad resounding voice 
We sball praise the Lord who eought us, 
For the freedom He hath wrought us. 



Lift Thy hand to aid us, Father, 

Look on US »ho widely roam, 

And Thy scatter'd children gather 

In their long'd-for proinised horae ; 
Steep and weary is the way, 
Shorten Thou the sultry day, 
Faithful warriors hast Thou found us, 
r^t Thy peace for aye Surround us. 



' * In that peace we reap in gladness 
,■ AVhat was sown in tearful showers: 

There the fruit of all our sadness 
Ripens, — there the palm is ours; 
There our God upon His throne 
Is our füll reward alone ; 
They who alt for God surrender 
Bring their sheaves in heavenly splendour. 

s. G. BURoe:. 
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2j BID€I among us with Thy grace Patr 9I 

91 1 Ah Gud, my days are dark indeed lot 

fij Ah dearest Lord : to Teel Ihal Thou ait neac tij 

Ah Jörns, the merit 34 

Alas '. my Lord and G»d 141 

All my licarL iKU iii[;lit i-^'yuns la 

All praise and Ihanks to God most hiyh 158 

All things liaiiy on-QTir ]Kjs«es'.ing 106 

Arise, Che klngdom is at hand 3 

A pUgrira bere I wnnder 188 

As a bird in meadows fair 78 

Awake, awake, für night is tlying 341 

Bitssed Jesus, at Thy word 73 

Itlcssed Jesus, hcre we stand 9z 

6an I my fate no more withsland 194 

Christ the Lonl is risen again 40 

Christ will gather in his own 129 

Conquering Prince and Lord of glory 54 

Courage, my sorely-tempted heart 155 

Oeck thyselT, my soul, wilh gladncs» 101 

€Cre yet the dawn hath üll'd tlie skies 42 

Ever H'ould I fain be reading 25 

Paitb is a living power from hcavcn 172 

Centle Shephcrd, Thou hast siill'd 131 

Ijark, the Church proclaims her honour 66 

Here behold me, «s I cast me 185 

Hirn on yonder cross I love 35 

Holy Spirit, once again 5g 

I ^ _ ^ ■ 



I n B e X. 

I un baptiied into Thy mune /•„,, 97 

I know my end miul lurely come 230 

I krow in WhüOi I put my tnw' 176 

In God's name lel US on our way tlj 

In our saus all soft and swMtly tx^ 

In Thee is ßladness 167 

1 My to all men, Tai and near ^ 

Is Ihy hcarl athirät lo know 24 

1 who so oft in dcep disiress i6i 

lenisalem, thou ctty fair and high 237 

Jesus, pilying Siviour, hör nie 144 

JeiuB, whom Thy Church doth own lofi 

liight of llght enlighlen Die 71 

Loid, all my heart is fii'd on Thce 178 

Lord, aiihük- Imi;; ibyof paio 87 

Lord God, now open wide Thy heaven 23a 

Lord Jesus Christ, in Thee alone 139 

Lord Jesu» Christ, my fsithfu] Sheplietd, hear 99 

Lord Jesus Christ, my Life, my Ijght 230 

Lord Jesus, who, our souls lo save 39 

Lo, heaven and earth, and sea and air 160 

Lord, now lel Thy servant 236 

{Qj cause i» God's, and 1 am still 227 

My God, in Thee all fiihieis lies 207 

My Jesus, if the seraphim eg 

Ilow "t last 1 end the Ktrife 180 

Now darknesE over alt is spread 89 

Now tun my joyous heart would sing 240 

Now lay we calmly in the grave 126 

Now weeping >( the grave we «tand 128 

Now tabe my heoit and all thal is in me 105 

Now thank we all our God 157 

Now the pcarly gates unfold 191 

Now WC must leave our fatber-land 122 
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Blessed Jesus ! This Pn^e i8 

O Christ, our tnie and only Light 23 

O Christ, Thou bright and Moming Star 195 j 

O faithful God ! O pitying Heart 198 

O Father-eye, that hath so tnily watch'd 69 

O Father-heart, who hast created all 94 1 

O God, Thou faithful God 149 

Oh how could I forget Hirn 109 

Oh Jesus, Lord of Majesty 147 

O King of Glory ! David*s Son 21 

O Llving Bread from Heaven iii 

O Lord, bc this our vessel now 120 

O Lord my God, I cry to Thee 229 

O Love, who formedst me to wear 103 

O mighty Spirit ! Source whence 165 j 

Once more the day-light shines abroad 74 j 

O risen Lord ! O conquering King 46 

O Thou most Highest ! Guardian of mankind 76 

Oh, World ! bchold upon the tree 30 

Güd with longing, sick with fears 48 

Seeing I am Jesus' lamb 96 

Seems it in my anguish lone 218 

Since Christ is gone to heaven, His home 53 

Sink not yct, my soul, to slumber 84 

Spread, oh spread, thou mighty Word 67 

Sweetest Joy the soul can know 62 
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^hank God it hath resounded 169 j 

Thank God that towards etemity 8 

The Church of Christ that He hath hallow'd hcrc 65 j 

Thee Fount of blessing we adore 68 

The golden mom flamcs up the Eastcm sky 79 

The night is come, whcrein at last we rest 82 

Then now at last the hour is come 235 

Thou fairest Child Divine 15 

Though Love may weep with breaking heart 130 

Thou*rt mine, yes, still thou art mine own 132 
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Thou, solemn Ocean, rollest to the Strand Page 12 1 

Thou sorc-oppress'd 37 

Thou Who breakest every chain 152 

Thy parents' arms now yield thee 95 

To-day our Lord wcnt up on high 51 

True mirror of the Godhead I Perfect Light 70 

tXp ! ycs, upward to thy gladness 186 



(I)hate*er my God ordains is right 212 

What pleases God, O pious soul 209 

When anguish'd and perplex'd 75 

Whene'er again thou sinkest 27 

When in the hour of utmost need 197 

When the Lord recalls the banish'd 244 

I W'here'er I go, whate'er my task Il6 

Wherefore dost Thou longer tarry 5 

Wherefore should I gricve and pine 214 

Who keepeth not God's word, yct saith 174 

Who knows how near my end may be 221 

Who puts his trust in God most just 208 

Who would make the prize his own 182 

Why art thou thus cast down, my heart 204 

World, farewell ! of thee I'm tired 224 

JTe heavcns, oh haste your dews to shed i 

+ *+*+* + 
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Advent. 

1. Ihr Himmel tröpfelt Thao in Eil P^ft i 

1. Auf, auf, ihr Reichsgenossen 3 

3. Warum willst du drauszen stehn 5 

4. Golilub ein Schrill lur Ewigkeit 8 

Ghristmas. 

I. Fröhlich soll mein Herze springen 12 

1. Du schönstes Gotleskind 15 

J. Herr Jesu Chiist dein Kripplein ist 18 

Shphasv. 

[. O König aller Ehren 31 

2. O Jesu Christe wahres Licht 2} 

J. Wer im Herzen will erfahren 14 

4. Immer muss ich wieder lesen 25 

Passion {IJeek. 

C. Wenn je du wieder zagst 37 

2. O Welt, sieh hier dein Leben 30 

3. Ach Jesu, <lcin Siechen 34 

4. Der am Kreuz ist meine Liebe 3S 

5. Nun gingst aucli Du 37 

6. Der du, Herr Jesu, Ruh und Rast 39 
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GÄBLeC OP GeCRffiÄR I^^ffiRS. 

Qaster. 

1. Christus ist erstanden Page 40 

2. Frühmorgens da die Sonn aufgeht 42 

3. Ich sage Jedem dass Er lebt 44 

4. O auferstandener Siegesfürst 46 

5. Trauernd und mit bangem Sehnen 48 

ÄSCENSION. 

1. Auf diesen Tag bedenken wir 51 

2. Auf Christi Himmelfahrt r^ 

3. Siegesfürst und Ehrenkönig 54 

4. Mein Jesu, den die Seraphinen 56 

ÖJhitsuntide. 

1. Komm, o komm, du Geist des Lebens 59 

2. O du allcrsiisste Freude 62 

3. Die Kirche Christi die Er geweiht 65 

4. Diess ist der Gemeinde Stärke 66 

5. Walte walte nah und fem 67 

tjRINITY. 

1. Brunn alles Heils, dich ehren wir 68 

2. O Vaterhand die mich so treu geführet 69 

3. Dreieinigkeit, der Gottheit wahrer Spiegel 70 

(IJORNING pRAYER. 

1. Licht von Licht erleuchte mich 71 

2. Liebster Jesu, wir sind hier 73 

3. Es geht daher des Tages Schein 74 

4. Wenn ich in Angst und Noth 75 

5. O allerhöchster Menschenhütcr 76 

6. Wie ein Vogel lieblich singet 78 

7. Im Osten flammt empor die goldene Sonne 79 

QVENING PrAYER, 

1. Die Nacht ist kommen darin wir ruhen 82 1 

2. Werde munter mein Gemüthe 84 

3. Herr, ein ganzer Leidenstag 87 

4. Es ruht die Nacht auf Erden 89 

5. Ach bleib mit deiner Gnade 91 
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GKBiia op caBOJÄii ^yrnns. 

Baptism. 

I. Liebster Jesu hier sind wir Ptfr gi 

X. O ValerhcradasErdumi Himmel chuf 94 

3. Aus deiner Stern Armen 9S 

4- Wcilicli Jesu Schiflein bin 96 

J. Ich bin gelaufl auf deinen Namen 97 

OOM.IUN..», 

1. Herr Jesu Ciitlsie mein ßetreucr Hirte 99 

2. Selimiicke dich o liebe Seele 101 

3. Liflic die du mich 50 milde 103 

4. Nun nimm mein Herz und alles was ich bin 105 

5. Jesu der du bist allcine 106 

6. Wie könnt ich Sein vergessen 109 

7. Wie wohl hasl du gelaliet lll 

Po. C.AV.IX™,, 

I. In Couesnimen reisen wir 115 

a. In allen unseren Thaten 116 

3. O Herr lass unser Schifflein heute 120 

4. Wie schäumt so feierlich izl 

5. Einst fahren wir vom Vaterland IM 

6. In die Segel sanft und linde IZ4 

1. Nun lassl uns den Leib begraben 116 

3. Am Grabe slehn wir stille 128 

3. Aller {iläubigen Sammelplati 129 

4. Mag auch die Liebe weinen 130 

5. Guter Hirt, du hast geslillel I31 

6. Du bUt zwar mein und bleibest mein 131 
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Penitence. 

1. Allein zu dir Herr Jesu Christ /V»/r 139 

2. Ach Gott und Herr wie gross und schwer 141 

3. Jesu mein Erbarmer höre 144 

4. O Jesu König hoch zu ehren 147 

5. O Gott du frommer Gott 149 

6. O Durchbrecher aller Bande 152 

7. Brich durch mein angefochtnes 155 

tjHANKSGIVING. 

1. Nun danket alle Gott 157 I 

2. Sei Lob und Ehr dem höchsten Gut 158 i 

• 

3. Himmel Erde Lufl und Meer 160 : 

4. Ich der ich oft in grosser Noth . . . 161 j 

5. O grosser Geist, o Ursprung 165 j 

6. In dir ist Freude 167 | 

7. Gottlob, nun ist erschollen 169 j 

tjHE Life of Paith. j 

I. Der Glaub ist eine lebendige Kraft 172 1 

I 2. Wer hält nicht Gottes Wort doch spricht 174 j 

3. Ich weiss an wen ich glaube 176 j 

4. Herzlich lieb hab ich dich O Herr 178 j 

• 

5. Nun so will ich denn mein Leben 180 j 

6. Wer das Kleinod will erlangen 182 | 

7. Ach mein Herr Jesu dein Naheseyn 183 

8. Sieh hier bin ich Ehrenkönig 185 

9. Auf hinauf zu deiner Freude 186 

10. Ich bin ein Gast auf Erden ' . . . 188 

11. OefTne nun die Perlen thoren 191 

Songs of the Gross. 

1. Mag ich Unglück nicht widerstehn 194 

2. O Christe Morgensterne 195 

3. Wenn wir in höchsten Nöthen sein 197 

4. Ach treuer Gott, barmherzigs Herz 198 
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5. Ach Gott wie manches Herzeleid Pa^e 201 

6. Warum betrübst du dich mein Herz 204 

7. Alles ist an Gottes Segen 206 

8. Mein Gott bei dir ist alle Fülle 207 

9. Wer Gott vertraut hat wohl gebaut 208 

10. Was Gott gefällt o frommes Kind 209 

11. Was Gott thut das ist wohlgethan 212 

12. Warum sollt ich mich denn grämen 214 

13. Sollt es denn bisweilen scheinen 218 

tjHE Final Gonflict and I^eaven. 

1. Ich weiss es wird mein Ende kommen 220 

2. Wer weiss wie nahe mir mein Ende 221 

i 3. Welt, lebwohl, ich bin dein müde 224 

4. Ich hab mein Sach Gott heimgestellt 227 j 

I 5. O Ilerre Gott ich ruf zu dir 227 | 

j 6. Herr Jesu Christ mein I^bens Licht 230 j 

• • 

i 7. Herr Gott nun schleuss dein Himmel auf 232 ! 

I 8. Herr nun lass in Friede 233 ! 

9. So ists an dem dass ich mit Freude 235 j 

• 

I 10. Jerusalem du hochgebaute Stadt 237 j 

11. Herzlich thut mich erfreuen 240 : 

j 

12. Wachet auf, ruft uns die Stimme 242 : 

13. Wann der Herr einst die Gefangenen 244 j 
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SYMBOLIZED BY THE MONTHS ÜF THE YEAR 
LV TIIEIR SEASOKS AND PHASES; 
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:coni[nnwil hiy j Serie» orTwenly-fivi; Fult-rBgo llluiirnion». and nuiMiBus Miiriiial Devks, 

BY JOHN LEIGHTON, F.S.A. 
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■ 'Nury nre enjui^it«, white »he lyTPcal 
iiMg and applfuUlity. andanfnqucally 
muralixinEK on lire mu] it» rngiuiy,"— 




-..,i:.ry hy 11- ilegincc Ihe mi»i dainly bibliopulHi/-— ^r/Tinnia/. "There u 

j wi!;ilt]L üf ütliL-alc «ork üi Ihe booK-" — Examiittr, '*AU tlic full-^ucc pht« 

\' rh.il tIl4! ^ludy {)f Albert Durcr, Lucq* Crana[:h, Mark Athipu), and mit 

lud onc nf Ihe HiLlhicrsriiicil Decamcnin and Tour or IKIjdö. >o hii-h a 
' m illetny higbesi pfa«."— Ä«iÄrr, " Ai « •■nft o[ 



■' As !^lh-trdi iMxt tl'ic jimfmiilr «ülwl'lishffVio ii nnT.\'9X\A.'—AihtnUfr. "Ke 
tjecülion of (hevolgmc is adminitle,''— Ä«»!* " The English ili«iple> of Aldiu miglii enihrine 

iiperb ipKimcn td* lypiiflraphv ; wnrtby of iinitaliiHi, ttcfüvil (iTrivalrY, wc can scarccly nn ^ '' 

rugh fipinitib far ine dnülH; and EiKchanica] [urt nf tbc >'urk.''^7Vj^fnijÜ " li ia im| 



ciilie ihc marvcllnui geniu« ilBplayed in ihe ni 



ticßntfi- " ll ia impoHible ta 
,.- . IL WDUld occupv columm Id 

^-__.,. - — -- r — btkjk, fiiU, fliiBgi^stive. and vvTwd j 

Ihe colteclioti d«Gii fttax tmlir In a [wofuw connu; -of readinff."— -ViT/wrfAry J^fr-inf, "Ta |iraiM tbia 
liuuliflit vf>luiiio evcD lo rhc fiiU af iiit ^rcac mfiriH would nut be Rry dilficidt, bui in derfribe ii wiih 
anylbipH lihc cnniplcteneu «raold bn iio eaiy idhIc ; ihe retull Sa nn aimtel perfcct book, unquutiDuably 

piLlorial bcBiuy— ^f pn.-al tfpDgnphical beimy— «f Rreal moral bcainy ; a volumc wbich no anv cnn npm 
vilhiHlt delqihl. or pundei ovar wilhoui ftaSi." — A'olri aK,/ QKrtiri. "There ü nni inimperfccl blnck 
ia (he wliglc,n<liinie: boih in idmllty and eiecuiirm thc illivurali'ini vie wilh the Usi manen llie 

»failHIrtr. •• UnsuTTUiuble In ihe vhnln raiiSE of pic1Dii;i1 illu.~lralinn.^Cs»r( ^luinoll. '" A nnUer 
pß-bnik ihan thi^ ha* aol yet bccn fimductil ; Ibf: iilea nn which $( i« t^med mit ia perfeclLy novel." — 
OhMfrrrr. "Tbe vn>c rrfincmenl, Ihe unie niinuic Fni-h ap[i(.-ar ihnsugbmil ; nnc cnnimt help wmdcrinff 
whdl «Ir^miih TuTged Ehelü»U Thal qravcd ihirm. nnH v^bn liv-inhed [be byet under which Lhey *ere en- 
pfoyed^ ihore^ulii« «lenrihe i^cKinnd rdea':inir^t boak^i nf iheyear^ cenaidy il ih ihc motl nimptimui 

ctery (Alice "—Glgfir- "'llie «maller illu^lTalicHiK camh>i 1« fnlly npprecialed vilhuut a maBiiifyiPE_^lau, 
ho Aill ofquip«, craDki.iiiiaihiiief^c^, atKliitveiuinntan ihcy. 1 rie vlfeiinn« fhm Lbe puela af« adnirablT 
made, and will never liie.*— itjuV/'r, "Mr. I>eii:hi<« hai auipaiKi< tÜmwIT. IIk Hihjecl hai naverbcen 
catned oin wiih hkIi i-sippleieneu .- il certainly never hau been iicaied wiih Bnyihiag like m much can and 
bcaiily; every deuil of ibis tnarvennus wnrb, in which Üien an ilnrct für manjr an hHir*! delJcht,"^ 

''Cenamiy a handiwner »pecimen of typngrabby and aylptimphy va^ never «een."— ■V/W^/^r. "l'he 
Dmamenlal porliim« are oj^ pbyfial at beaulirnr : no murc perfei-i evample of lypngnipby hat appesred in 
nur tioK'— a aHEgolwe valnmr' -^ /J/Htfnt/n/ AVnv. " A mDdcm derelopmenl of an ancicnl bnuk of 
embien»; a nDhlis Tnlume ; ufwhiib allnn« ctery pa^e wiU uliiTy Ihe posung glance^ üT aiTisd, if dcaired, 
matcriali fnr ihwuht and «tudy-"— ^Jidn/^n- 
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Unifonn with the present Volume. 

LYRA GERMANICA, 

FiKST Srries, Hymns for the Sundays and Chief Festivals of the Christian Year. Translated firom 
the German by Catherine Winkworth. With about 225 Illustrations from Original Designs, 
comprising Bible I^ndscapes, Scriptural Vignettes, Allegorical and Emblematical Mannnalia and 
Tail-pieces, engraved on Wood friim dc&ign!» by or under the superintendence of J. Ljcighton, 
F.S.A. Fcap. 4to, price 21X. in ornamental Gothic Covers designed by the Artist; or 36«. bound in 
morocco antique ; or \is. in morocco elegant by Rivi^re. 

THE NEW TESTAMENT OF OUR LORD AND 

SAVIOUR JESUS CHRIST, 

Illustrated with Bordcrs, Ornaments, and Initial Letters copied from Italian MSS. of the X5th auid 
i6th Centuries, and by numerous other En(:ravin(;s on Wood from the Old Masters. Crown 4to, 
price 65X. in doth, with gilt top ; or 5/. 5J. bound in morocco by Riviere. 
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MORAL EMBLEMS 



From Jacob Cats and Robert Farlie ; with Aphorisms, Adages, and Proverbs of all Affes and 
Nations. The Illustrations cnmposed from I)esigns found in their works by J. Lbighton, F.S.A. The 
1 ext translated and edited with Additions by R. Pigot. Second Exlition. With Frontispiece, 60 lai^ 
circular Pictures and 60 Tail-picces on Wood printed within ornamental Frames. Imperial 8vo, price 
31X. td. in Grolier covers ; or 5zr. dd. bound in morocco by Riviere. 

THE HISTORY OF OUk LORD, 

As exemplified in Works of Art : with that of His Tvpes, St John the Baptist, and other Persons of 
the Old and New Testament. Commenced bv the late Mrs. Iambson, continued and completed by 
Lady Eastlakb. Second ELdition, with 31 Etchings and 281 Wood Engravings. 2 vols. Square crown 
8vo, price 42X. 

Of these 312 Illustrations, all prepared specially for the present werk, nearly <me-third of the whole 

number have now been engraveafor thefirst time. 

Latest EdUion of Works in the same Series, by Mrs. Jameson. 

LEGENDS OF THE SAINTS AND MARTYRS, 

Viz. the Angels and Archangels, the Evangclists, the Apostles, the Doctors of the Churdi, S. Mary 
Ma^dalene, the Patron Saints, the Martyrs, the Earl v Bishops, the Hermits, and the Warrior Saints of 
Chnstendom, as representcd in the Fine Arts. Fourth Edition ; with 19 Etchings on Copper and Steel, 
and 187 Woodcuts. 2 vols. 31J. 6d. 

LEGENDS OF THE MONASTIC ORDERS, 

As represented in the Fine Arts : comprising the Benedictines and Augustines, and Orders derived 
front their Ruies. the Mendicant Orders, the Jcsuits, and the Order of the Visitation of S. Mary. 
lliird Edition, correctcd ; with 1 1 Etchings by the Author, and 88 Woodcuts, z vol. six. 

LEGENDS OF THE MADONNA 

Or Blessed Virgin Mary, Devotional with and without the Infant Jesus, Historical from the Annun- 
ciation to the Assumption, as represented in Sacred and Legcndary Christian Art Third Edition, 
correctcd and enlarged ; with 27 Etchings and 165 Woodcuts. 1 vol. ai*. 

Mrs. Jameson's Sacred and Legendarv Art, completed by Lady Eastlakb, may be kad in Sets 
only, complete in 6 vols. as above, price 12/. 12*. handsomely bound in morocco by Riviere. 
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